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ARGUMENT 



HsmUf llARQUis OP CoRNBviLLB, who has been linoe cfail* 
boodj owinf to civil war, an exile, returns to his ancestral homet on 
die occasion^ of the great annual fair, which is being celebrated in the 
Tillage that receives its name from his chateau. It is one of the old- 
fashioned Norman villages of the seventeenth centurv. 

In the First Act the curtain rises on an assemblage of village go» 
sips, discussing scandal and small talk, Serpolette, a cross between 
Fancfaon and Boulotte, is the topic of conversation among the belles 
of Comeville. She comes in, just in time to turn tht tables on the 
others, and changes their taunts into expressions of rage. Gaspard, 
an old miser, wishes to marry his niece, Germaine, to the principal 
magistrate of the district, the Bailli. This arrangement does not 
suit Germaine, nor a young fisherman named Jean Grenichbux, who 
pretends that he has saved her life from drowning on a certain occa- 
sion. To escape from the power of old Gaspard, Germaine takes 
advantage of the privileges of the fair (a similar scene to that in the 
first act of ** Martha **), and becomes the servant of the Marquis. Her 
example is followed by Grbnicheux and Serpolette. 

The Second Act is taken up with the supernatural visitors who 
have made the Castle of Comeville so long an object of dread 
Henri determines to find out the real character of these ghostly ap 
pearances, and discovers that it is all the work of the old miser, who 
has concealed his treasures in the chateau. The discover drives 
Gaspard crazy, especially when he hears the beUs of the chateai 
ringing for f he first time since the flight of the old Marquis. 

The Third Act represents the grand fete given in honor oi the 
return of Henri to his ancestral home. Serpolette arrives as a 
Marchioness, as some papers, found in the chateau, indicate that she 
is the lost heiress. The miser, however, recovers his reason, and 
shows that Germaine is the true Marchioness. A love Duet be 
tween her and Henri, and the reconciliation of all the parties, bring 
the romantic story to a close. 



Vellagb Maidbns 



CHARACTERS. 

iS'f Je/'OZ^TTJ?, the Good-for-Nothing SoPftAMa 

GERMAINE^ the Lost MarchioneM M&xzo SoPftAira 

GERTRUDE 

JEANNE 

UANETTE 

SUZANNE J 

HENRI^ Marquis ol CoroeviUe Bautoii& 

JEAN GRENICHEUX,^Y\%\Lwaaai. .... TsNOB. 

GASPARD, a Miser Bass. 

THE BAILU Bass. 

REGISTAR {GREFFIER.) TsNOB. 

ASSESSOR (VASSESSEUR.) Tbnok. 

NOTARY (LE TA BELLI ON) Bass. 

VILLAGERS^ Attendants op thb Marquis. 



A.OT I. 

Tlu stagi rt^istnts a Forest seem near tkt ViUagt of CormsviiU, 
At the middle of the scene is a fountain^ somewhat to ths right 0f 
the spectator. At the first entrance^ lefi^ is a tall post^ bearing 
a bill OH which is inscribed in large letters^ '* Comeville Market 
Grand Hiring of Maid-servant \ Coachmen and Domestic t^ 

Enter Peasants am Village Maidens. 

Chorus. All who for servants are inquiring; 
Just look at us if you'd be hiringT 
The ^r's to-day; we're on our way, 
And there you'U find what's to your mind. 

Mrn. We teamsters have the knack 

Our sounding whips to crack ; 

CnuLS. And for a strapping lass 
You will not by us pass t 



Gossip Couflbti. 

Some reputations let us stsla I 

f BAmm. They say the Bailli asked Gtsnuim, 

And that she answer'd «« NoT 

GnULS. We heard of that before. 

And thus it must be sol 

Man. Of course she did— and wherefore Mil 
Another sweetheart she has got 

GlELS. Who is it — ^who ? 

SozAMiiB. Jean Grenicheuz I 

Girls. Can that m true ? 

With Serpolette we thought that he 
Always was keeping company. 

(Bmitr Sbrpolkttb.) 

Sbkf. Ah ! who gossips so free of Serpolettel 
Gdkls* She here? 

Sbkf. Tell It out I 

iBAHiis. We were saying . . . that they said . • 
Man. That they heard . . . others sayi^ 

That Jean Grenicheuz— 
Sbrp. Come, out with it now, do 1 

Man. Well, thus the gossip ran, 

That he is— 
Sbrp. Is what? 

Man. Why, vour young man I 

Sbkf. Since gossip is the village fashion, 

Why put one's self into a passion ? 
Ita&er, Uke you, 111 gossip too. 

They say— 
Gnuj. They say? 

COUPLBTS. 

Sbbp. They say that Jeanne, sheep-tendini^ 

Leaves them browsing in the Tslei 
Then, towards the upkmd wending 

Lists a certain shepherd's tale. 
And the little lambs go straying, 

What is that to anTrous i»ir f 

Not a little do /A€y care: 
That is what the fo&s are saying I 

The say two forms are seen, 
O' nighu by rres so keen ; 
One nmn is called Susanna, 

The other is a man t 

What they say, or what they do^ 
Ladies, I will leave to yon I 

Of your venom, miss, enou^l 
No SKMre of this Mnic stnft 



ScandjU-moaEer, gossip, nddet* 
With the biting tongue ot adder 1 
Her there's nothing so much cheeiii 
As setting people by the ears. 
?0siti¥ely, she does revel 
In her Ul-work— litUe derU I 
Like a clapper in a bell, 
Her tongue goes wagging on peU-melli 

No^ I never will keep silence ; 
What care 1 for all your vi^ence ? 
Shake you heads and shriek and bnwl I 
Mv saucy queens, I know yon all I 
7%iU, my gabblers, for your cackle I 
All the lot of you I'll tackle. 
Here I face you all alone : 
But still 1 say — Come on ! 

«|EM. (^^^> ^^'^ ^^ ^^ S^^^ perhaps, 

Scratch their eyes, and pull thcnr c^M V, 

{Enter Not.irt.) 

MoTART. What means this nois> 6awli^? 
And this most unseemly bnnnmg? 
It cannot be you are aware 
This is the morning of the fair? 

Enssmbul 
ruTTi. All who for servants, &c. 

{A tiunt Omms except Serpolsttk. who kidu herself* She Am 
i#»M . forward and si^ ^ to the other peasant f^irls to jcem. They ad 
wan^t with hesitation, and farm a circle around her.) 

Sbrp. Oh, come now! you must not take a little shaip talk too 
■Mich to heart, girls. You know you b^ran it But irs all over, 
and Pm not the one to bear malice. Wdl, I admit I was fodlsb 
enouffh at one time to allow this miserable, good-lomothUig fel 
low, Jean Grenicheux, who couldn't speak the truth, if he tried 
*o keep company with me. Of course, when that horrid oU 
miser, Gaspard, Drought his challqr-faced, simpering neice, Ger 
nudne, into the house, Grenicheux found it more profitable to 
dance attendance on an heuress than to be true to a poor, friend- 
less jrirL But, let me tell you, he's wasting his time tnere. 

Gbrt. You do not seem to have a oarticuarly good opinion d 
Father Gaspard. 

Sbrf. Good opinion? Why, bless your siUy heart! be is sndia 
repulsive creature, that J often wished he had never fonnd me in 
the fields when I was a baby ! 

MAM. Where did Germaine spring from ? 

iBRF. Oh, some vnlEsr stock, I suppose ! Now as lor me. do yon 
know, fiHs, that I often dream that royal blood flows in tfaeie 
veins, dh^- diat princely parents are Hunting all over the worid io» 



Auu Roya. blood I A princess ! Ha, ha, ha ! 
8bkp. Yoq will tee, some time or other ! Ustem : 

Song — Sbrpolettb. 

I may be Princess, leastways, Madam — 

l^t from my style at once is seen ; 
My father I don't know from Adam, 

But Prince or Duke he must have beaa 

« 

Old Gaspard, going out one morn. 

Discovered me among his wheat — 
A little baby, all forlorn. 

Both wanting care and wanting meat 

And first he*d take me, then heM not, 
That miser's strugp;le was right sore ; 

But little viands in his cot, 
And I would furnish one mouth more 1 

And fain he was to learn my hist'ry, 

But baby laneuage is not clear ; 
And so I'm still involved in myst'ry, 

For who I am don't quite appear I 

And thus I've got to tend the chickens, 

Bed the cow, and cure the ham, 
But ah ! my heart beats so and quickens. 

When I think of whom I am ! 

And when the butter I am churning. 

Or the cow I milk at eve, 
I feel my cheek with aneer burning, 

And my menial work 1 leave ! 

For you can fancv what my rage is, 

To work a-fiela with sabiot snod, 
Who ought to have my maids and pages, 

And lackeys tremblmg at my nod ! 

My parents must be great of name. 

Because they never were found out; 
And had a poor man tried the same. 

He'd have been caught, beyond a doubt I 
I may be Princess, &c^ &c* 

(Mnter Gaspard and thg Bailli.) 

%mJt* What do you think of the grand wedding that is to oooM oA 
toon? little Germaine, hardly out of her pinafores, and thai 
pfedous old booby of a Ba'Ui, who is as old as Methusaleh aad 
looks L\ke a scarecrow. 

Bailll {U Gaspard.) Weil, truly, such impertinence ! 

GiUP. You wretched foundling and good-for-nothing girl I I'll make 
you feel the weight ol mv cane ! 

I know you would ii you could catch me, but you shall noi 
have the chance. Now C6r a race ; go as you please. {Exii^ fuf 
^hf Gaspard.) 



Sailu. Dont excite yoonelf, Gaspard; I care not what cnvioki 
tongues may say, as long as the fair Germaine is to be my bride. 

Gbrt. His bride ? Taauary and May ! Listen, girls, to the venerable 
lover, with one root in the grave. 

Gasp, {Reentering.) Silence, you pack of scandal mongers. Be off al 
once, or beware the consequence ! 

(Exeunt Villaob Girls, laughing.) 

Bailll They are not to blame, after all, as long as your nieca 

Germaine, encourages them. 
Gasp. Why, vou must be mistaken ! My niece would not associate 

with such nussies. 
Bailli. Well, I know one thing, and that is, she never loses an op- 
portunity to encourage the attentions of that wretched fisherman, 

Grenicheux. 
Gasp. Pshaw ! You should give her credit for more taste. Why. 

he serves as a butt of ridicule for the village. 
Bailli. You forget that he rescued her from drowning once, and 

gratitude, you know — 
Gasp. That counts for nothing ! He was fishing, my neice fell ofi 

the rocks into the sea, and he could not help catchmg something 

Any one might have done the same. 
Bailli. At all events, don't forget your promise, Gaspard. Germaine 

is to be mine or a gentle nint to the authorities about certain 

goings on of yours. 
Gasp. (Aside,) Heavens ! can he guess ? No, no ; it cannot be ) 

(Aloud) Your language is quite an enigma to me, I assure 

yon. 
Bailll Indeed ! For instance, your administration of the affairs of 

tbe« former Marquis of Corneville, who has been an exile for so 

manv years. 
Gasp. My administration defies investigation. I am ready to meet 

the Marquis or his son if ever they return, and render a strict 

account 
Bailli. You are very confident, and I am glad of it Now, these 

phantoms that haunt the castle ? 
Gasp. I am not the guardian of spirits. If they wish to roam around 

nightlv, how can I help it? 
Balili. Well, I shall see about it, and shall search the chateau. 
Gasp. Don't, I beg" of you. Leave the ehosts in their own quarters, 

and do not set them loose on the village. What is the use, now, 

in being over zealous? Germaine shall be yours, and !11 make 

preparations for a hasty wedding. 
Bailll That juit suits me. (Grenicheux Aeard within.) Ah, heta 

comes that miserable fisherman. 
Gasp. Leave me to settle his pretentions with this cane. 
Baxlu. No, no ; we must have no scandal here. Come I [ExemmtA 

USnier Grbnichbux with fishing^mets d^cA 



Barcarole.— GRSKicHBtnL 

Or billow roddaf, at tempest mockiog, 

Oh ! nllant ssmor boy, ocean's thynooie 1 
Cainhr Siou'rt sleeping, tho' gale be sweepiRg 

AIT the blue desert of waters to foam I 
And tho' rude be thy pillow. 

Vision iair hovers near, 
From afar o'er the billow 

Come the loved ones and dear ! 

May ^v'ring gale 
Stid waft thy saU 1 

Float on I Float on 1 

On billow, fte. 

{£mUr Germainb iistmmg, Grbnichbux kidu.) 

Grrm. Surely the voice came from this direction. Oh t 

Grrm. Lidvamcimg,) You heard me, Madamoiselle. 

Grrm. Periiaps so I But I was looking for my uncle, and not yon. 

Grrn. Indeed 1 the first I ever knew tne old skinflint could sinjc: I 

thought that the chink (tf jgold was the only music he £avore£ 
Germ. No matter what he likes, he is my guardian. 
Grem. To be exchanged for smother soon, I heart 
Grrm. Well, that is news for me. 
Grrn. They say you are going to marry that old Bailli? 
Grrm. I cannot ndp what they say, nor you for believing all yoa 

hear. 
Grrn. Of course, in presence of such a wealthy suitor, pooi 

Grenicheuz will be soon foigotten. 
Grrm. And if so, 1 am at perfect liberty to make a choice. 
Gren. Don't forget that you owe your life to me I 
Germ. You take good care not to let me foiget 1 
Gren. I have the best right to you. 
Germ. I cannot admit your reasoning. I wish to be my own odf 

tress. 
Gren. Until old Gaspard brings you up to the altar to aa-ry i 

Bailli old enough to be your grandfather I 
Gkrm Yon are touking nonsense I 

Duo. — Germaine him/Grrnichrux 

* Grrm *Twas but an impulse, that I own, • 

(And wrong perhaps the troth then spokeaj 
Yet still that vow, I'll keep unbroken ; 
To be be his bride who saved me — his aJone * 

The binding word pronounced that day. 
With equal fervor now T tav ' 



Ensbmble. 

I fow to keep the Mth then iDokeiit 
(Although heart-eilent then, I own ! ) 

And never shall that vow be broken : 
Hia» who saved me, I shall be alone. 

I'd rather have une loving sigh, 
Than langnace all with duty laden : 

Say thou dost fove me ? 
Gbeml Nay, what more can I ? 

Wonld'st then have more than troth from malda I 

press me not so, nor speak thus unkindly. 
Remember the promise I rave thee that day ; 

1 know that I nve it all rashly and blindly, 
But still I wul keep it, come what may. 

Gmm. How now ? ** Come what may ?" these be woids 

above me. 
Nor is it quite the style I had hoped from yon I 
Calmly I oonld wait, nopefully could woo, 
Had yon only murmuied— ^My own, I love thee 1 

Gbul Would that anch a vow I might murmur low, 

But love is a secret my heart doth not know I 
Would, &c 

Gbeml What love signifies is not in my knowledge. 

Because tney ne'er taught it in convent oi 
school I 

Gmm. It mayn't be a branch, dear, in school or in coUegt, 
Yet girls do pick it up quick, as a rule. 

Gbui. Ah 1 but then am I very ^ hom clever ! 

Gum. Still, you met with other maidens of your age, 

Sure thev talked of love, that I will engage ; 
Love, and love alone, girls at school talk ever f 

GWMM. Would I might agree, but it is not so ; 

Not one of my comrades of this love did know. 

Ensbmblb. 

Yes, I strive to keep my troth. 
And still shall try more love to show him ; 
But all the more I get to know him. 

So does my heart my promise loathe. 

(Crus of PiopU 



Gbbn. { GaiM£ t0 back.) What is all this commotion about ? 
Gbbm. {CMuf §0 back!^ Why, what a strange-looking man, and i 
qneer-kMMsng dress. No wonder he has a crowd after him f 

(Emitr Hbubi, im AfgxUmm costume^ /Mowed by villmgtrs.) 

Mbvbl WeU, such inquisitive people^ I declare I Please, moderate 
your curiosity. It may be a ratner strange costume in your eyes, 
ont^ you must admit, a highly picturesque one. Just the thkug 
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for a figure lik« this. WeQ. to satisfy jour cariositji |M«ti| 
msidfBs, permit me to introdoce myselt as one from the othd 
world* 

VUlmgi Girls Mcrmming. A ghost! A ghost! 

HxNM. WeD no; rather too substantial for that The other woril 

is America, where I lived among the savages. 
Gnui. Do all the savages dress like yon? 

HXMiti. Bless yoor pretty 6ice, no I The savages paint as the great 
ladies do in France, uid have the same aff^ons for other pe» 
pies' hair. 

Gbrt. Please, teU us all atx>ttt them. 

Hbniu. My little beauty, you must really excuse me now. 

All. We must hear the story now 1 (AU crowd around^ 

Hbnrl Really, young people, you will spoil this costume. Please, 
permit me to suffer Messieurs, the savages, to rest for the present, 
as I wish to do. 

Gbkm. You are a stranger here, Monsieur ? 

HsNiiL Yes, a wandering seaman. I left my bark at Honfleur, and 
intend to return immediately to my gallant crew. I trust your 
curiosity being now satisfied, you will answer my ouestions 
What do you call that chateau, whose towers I saw rising above 
the tree tops as I came along? 

Gbuc. The chateau of Comeville, which has been closed against the 
world for twenty years. It is haunted by ghosts. 

Hbmxl How romantic I A haunted chateau I I have heard of such 
things, but this is the first opportunity I have had to form the 
acquaintance of a genuine j^ost I shall start at once for the 
chateau, 

Gbrm. (DttaitUng Aim.) Oh, sir, you know not what a terrible danger 
you would encounter] Do not, I beg of you, brave the angei 
of demons. 

Hbmxl Sweet lady, have I not braved danger before ? Have 1 not 



All. (Crawi^ttg.) Oh I tell us. You have seen — 

Hbmxl Nothine. Why, some living beings are worse than spiritii 
Bah 1 your ghosts are masqueramng kiuives. 

Gsmif • On, sir, if you had seen the windows of the chateau lighted 
up by unearthly hands, and phantoms flittins; across the fflum^ 
aatea halls! No one has ever unlocked the (toors of the chateaui 

HBinu. Hence this ghostly legend. 

Gbim. There is another legend about the ch a te a u . 

HXMEL TeU me of it, I pray. I am very fond of legends. 

Gnu. It says that when one of the old famOy of nobles, that former 
ly dwelt in Comeville, returns to chdm his ancestral home, the 
chinMS of the chateau, which have been so kmg silent, shall sound 
once more Listen to the legend. 
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Cborus. 



LnmHD or nx BBLLS.»GBRiiAiifB amd Cuokus. 

I. 

GsftM. Yet! that castle old by wiard is enduuted; 

For tho' ' Knight and Baron slomber on tbth 
Uer, 
Bj their ghosts in mail the corridors are haunted. 
And at night we've seen the awful shades a|^ 
pearl 
For tneir last descendant's coming, watch thty^l 
keeping;, 
In the placid moonlight, or when thunders roll I 
la the ivied belfry, when the world is sleeping, 
Hiere's a ghostly watchman who the bell wiU toll I 

Dinff Dong ! Ding Dong I 
So the legend runneth, so the old men tell, 

Din^ Dong ! Dinff Dong ! 
When the heir retumeth, wHl clang the bell ! 

IL 

Round about that belfry, rook and owl are winging. 

Fearless are the birds, for mute the iron-ton|;ae ; 
Never more we hear its solemn voice out-ringmg^ 

Warning for the old or welcome for the young I 
Lonely is the tower, and oh ! we maidens fear it, 

Lest some spirit-hand should rock the beU agadn 1 
For they do say we now living yet shall hear it. 

Ringing out a message to the startled plain 1 
Chorus* Ding DongT&c. 

(Exeunt Omnes^ except Henri.) 

Hbnri. Quite a romantic legend, and a lovelv girl besides * So^ 
Monsieur Henri de Comeville, here we are home again, or rathei 
within sight of it 1 wonder why- the chimes do not welcome the 
long lost Marquis, or rather his son, home. What a life of ad 
venture has been mine, and yet I love the sea. 

Vaj^e Rondo. — Henri. 

With joy my heart has often bounded, 

When one plank parted death and me. 
By threatening sky and wave surrounded. 

Oh ! yet I love th'inconstant sea ! 

?o me no stranger, hardship or danger. 
Battling the gale that sweeps o'er the main. 

Bat peril over, who like the rover. 
Finds life so sweet, after the padn ? 

Sweet lips have blessed me, soft hands caressed 
In every clime where fate made me roam ; 

And woman's greeting, (bliss all too fleeting. 
Made of the far land almost a home 1 
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And gentle maiden, beauty arrayed in, 
More than once toid me ner love in a nigh I 

Heart wildly beating, mute glance entreating^ 
All have been mine, yet put coldly by ! 

Yes 1 1 am lonely ; one woman only. 
Thro' all my beinff reigns in my heart I 

Tho' now for ever. Site may as sever, 
Lovely unknown I my soul's queen thou art 

O direst maiden, one moment laid in 
Hiese empty arms now lonfl;ing for thee. 

Why art thou gone now ? Why art thou flown now 
From yon darlc rock that hangs o'er the sea? 

Dost thou remember, f twas in September) 
There is the rock and there is the wave ; 

O come again, love, solace my pain, love. 
Tell me not vain is the hope that you gave 1 

{Greai outcry within,) 

f^MXBi Well, I declare, quite a riot in Comeviile, even on tne diq 
of the great fair. I shall retire for the present 

(Exit Henri.) 

[Ettiir Sbrpolbttb, Gaspard dragging Grenichbux by tk4 coUm 
Gbrmainb in an imploring attituae^ Bailli and PtasanU. 

General commotion.) 

Finale. — Ensemble. 

All. Sach conduct is quite sad. 

In one about to marry. 
With a lover on to carry, 
Is really very bad. 

(Enter Gaspard.) 

rd like to wring your neck I 



Gasp. 
Sbrp. 

Germ. 
Gasp. 

Gasp. 

Bailll 

Gasp. 



Ba&u. 
Crbm. 



Quite so I quite so ! 
For of 



hope she's made a wreck 1 
Ah 1 don't condemn me vet ! 

If only at you 1 could get 1 

(Enter Bailli.) 

Your pardon ! 

What now? D'ye know you stmck me, sir? 
I do ; but then the blow was meant for her I 

'Twas I, sir, if yon please. 
Who saw them 'mong the trees : 
Germaine and Grenichenx, the pair 
Were having a nice time down there I 



With my bride? courting her I Ohl ho I 
For that jest you'll to prison go I 
Whatl linjail? ill give yon bail — 
Leg bail, you know f 
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£lf8SiCBLB. 

Ne'er did we sach a rascal see, 

At Justice mocking, in manner shocking ! 
Ne'er did we sacli a rascal see ; 

At justice mocking, in a manner that is bad| 
The wretched lad ! 

First he courts the bride of the Bailli, 

Then his fingers at him snzj» ; 
And buitly, runs away quite gauly, 

But he will be caught — perhaps ! 



SCENE II. 
Thb Fair of Cormbvilub. 

Gebm. Was there ever a mote unfortunate wretch than poor Grsal' 



^euz ? A fiuptive from justice, what shall I do? I hare 
^e Bidlliattd Uaspsvd my enemies for life. I must now give op all 
thoughts ai Germaine, and seek service of some master at the 
Fair today. That is the only chance left for me to escape the 
dutches of the Bailli and the law. 

COUPLBTS. — GRBNICHSUX. 

I. 

Tho' they may not pursue me, 

This quarrel will undo me, 

The Bailli and Gaspard 

My enemies now are — 

Away with such misgiving; 

IVe got to get a living I 

I must give up the sea, 

So ril a coachman be ! 

No more Germaine and courting, 

In love's sunshine disporting ; 

To be hard-worldng peasant, 

'Tis a bitter cup ! 
But even that's more pleasant 

That getting now locked up^ 

II. 

Ill go and secjk a master. 
The better if the faster ; 

She hiring ^r, they say, 
held this very day 1) 



1« 

Ottce In a situation. 

No warrant in the nation 

Can touch me ; and so I, 

The Bailli wiU defy ! 

No more Germaine and courdogy 

In love's sunshine disporting I £c^ ftc 

[Emiir Peasani Girls. Grbmichbux hidis.'] 

ij«L That old Gaspard onefat to be ashamed of hiniielf to 
poor Gerinaine in such a brutal manner ! 

Kuu Shame 1 Shame I 

Gbsm. (Coming forward,) Is there anjrthing the matter, mjr dear? 

Gift. Yes; youll find out, if the Bailli or Gaspard laynands fm 
youl 

GsKM. Oh, save me I Save me 1 What shall I do ? 

Gift. You have got Germaine into a nice pickle. Old Gaspard 
swears he'll lock her up 

GftBN. Oh, I promise never to meet her ^;ain ! {Cries wiikin) Hevs 
they are alter me ! Help ! Help ! {Exit Grbnichbux.) 
[JSnter Notary, Registrar, Assessof and AiUndanis,'] 

Not. Come, eirls, do not loiter here ; but go and join the other vO 
lagers in tne grand procession. Hasten, or you will be too lata 
^xiuni Village Girls) 

Not. The timid littie dears ! Be still, my fluttering heart ! Now, 
gentiemen, I wish you to bear in mind that, in oonsquenoe of the 
unaccountable disappearance ot the Bailli, on me rests the rea> 
ponsibility of opening the Fair of Comeville. I wish, therefore^ 
tiiat all due respect ht paid to the dignity of my office. 

All. (Bowinf) Yes, noble sir. 

Not. a little lower, genUemen — bend your backs more I There , 
my dignity is duly honored. Now, to your places. Do not mi 
in that manner,— like untrained schoolboys, — ^but in this manner, 
with becoming gravity and respect Now, hand me mv wand of 
office. Compose your looks with proper solemnity. Admit the 
servants, ana let us hear what they have to say. 

{Enter processum of VUlagert^ 

Finals.— Turn and Chorus. 

Chorus. Come, ^umer small, or with big rentaL 

If first-class servants you would find; 
We're useful, aye, or ornamental 
Ezactiy what you have in mina ! 
MSM r Than us you win not find a better. 
SlRVAmrii \ If you groom or footman need ; 
We never open masters' letter, 
For we don't one of us read ! 
Language bad you'll ne'er hear spoken. 
Our morals are to us so dear : 



16 



O04< 



W« much prefer our victuato broken 
And drink with gusto smalleit beer t 
Who are driven lacking ? 
Such a chance don't loee, 
Come ak>ng and choose« 
By the way oar whips we*re craddagy 
You may tell 
We can drive well ! 
We know oats and hay in rack ; 
Clipping, doctoring and firii^ 
We're Uie sort of men for hmng I 
Just hear us how our whips we crack I 



Maids. 
Sbrp. 

Maids. 
Sbup. 



Maids. 



Song of the Housemaids. 

1. 

Who are wanting maidens, able 
To keep house and wait at table ? 

Such here youll find : 
Of dark and fair, vou see there's plenty. 
And some are old, and some not twenty. 
So you may have your mindt 

iust look at that, just look at this, 
>on't you think we're not amiss ? 
A fflance give there, a glance give here, 
Teu us if vou think us dear ! 
Just looK at this, &c. 

II. 

Though our cheeks be fresh and glowing^ 

Yon ml find us rather knowing- 
Most girls are so t 

And though, of course, we all ars steady, 

To pick up more we are quite ready. 
You will not find us slow. 
Just look at that, &c 

Emsbmblb. 

Mem Sbr. ) Than us you will not, &c. 
Coachmen. > Who are drivers laddng, &c. 
Maids. > Just look at that, &c. 

Nor. Fellow citizens 1 — I don't mean that! — ^fellow subjects of lus 
|dorious majesty, King Louis of France, I his humble represeata- 
nve, am called upon to perform the great and solemn duty ol 
opening the Fair of Cbmeville. Be it understood, that wboerer 
registers in these lists as a servant, must adhere to the cootraci 
lor the period of six months. The law permits of no breach of 
contract signed here, under any circumstances, without the 
seat of both parties subscribing to it (Enter Henri.) 



Maids. 



Maids. 



Finale. — C^niinugd. 

Rbcit., Scene, and Ensbiulb. 

Hbmrl Tell me, girl, what may be ^oriiaae 
Skkp. My name ? Serpolette, sir. 

Hknrl Ah, good! You I engage. 
Serf. On, sir ! I am in your debt, sir. 

Hbnkl (A forward minx, that, for her age.) 
Seep. I don't care now if Gaspard rage. 

Hbnel Before I've done, I want a coachman. 

Ah, here is one ! Your name ? 
Gebx. Jean Grenichenx. 

Seep. (Asidt.) With my Jean in service, we two ! 

Lucky I lud^ I Now, in vain 

Your arts, my superfine Germaine f 
Geen. Tlumks, sir ! (For six months now I 

The Bailli can at ease defv 1 ) 
CHa An old man in a funr shocidng 

Ev'ry one about is knocking ! 

Emitr Gaspaed. 

Gaep. My Germaine, when nought would suit 

Bat to gad and run alwut ; 
In her chamber then I put her. 

But the hussv has got out ! 
If you're any ox you hiding 

Germaine, take care what you do ; 
For my wrath you'll be abiding — 

1 will have the law of you ! 
Tell me, therefore, if you've seen her ; 

Ohl if I but had her here I 
Better not attempt to screen her ; 

Such an act will cost you dear t (EmU) 

Hbnei. a pleasant person, truly I 
Seep. rm glad he's in a passion ; 

If he had seen me, 
Geen. I'd have caught it duly ! 

Emier Germaine as a sgrvmmi. 

GsEM. He's gone at last 1 Some courage let me gather I 
To think that I the Bailli had to wedl 
NO| no t I will a servant be much rather ; 

Henceforth my name and place shall both be dead 
To seek a master now it is my duty : 
Keep still, my heart I 
Hbhei. Here is a rustic beauty t 
Geev That stranger here; 

He wiU know me, much I fearl 
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What need it there coocealinf 

So aiich gnoe and so much teeli^f t 

WhatihaUIny? 

Come near, I pray I 
What you can do I^ ban be knowing { 



Your qnalilies, fair maid, be ahowing^ 
If yott with roe would go. 

Yes, /es — I most, I know I 
Just look at that, &c^ &c. (SJUmi JUr/km: 

What ! Gennaine here ? Good heaveas I 

Gbml From home I have been driven] 

HsmtL Fear nothing now ! the law is plain, 

Flom thy master they'll claim thee, 
Bnt claim thee in vain ! 

Ettiir Gasf AUk 

Gikir. No traces leaves she behind her ; 

High and low have I hunted ailone t 
Vainfy — nowhere can I find her ; 
Gennaine gone ? Yes, the bird b iowal 

Skkp. Whatdo I see? 

*Tis Gennaine as a servant 1 

Gaip. At last ! Come hither, girl I 

HsmtL Back ! monster inhuman \ 

Germaine is my bondwoman. 

Gait. Come, niece, with me withdraw. 

Not so ; she hi his by the law t 

Ym, old Gaspard, vou are wrong, 
Tnat is the law, both ba and wide : 

To the master doth the maid bekMig, 
Whatever may betide. 

Who would take her from her master, 

Only meets with sad disaster ; 

We never yet the person saw. 

Who dared to break this ancient law. 

EwD OP Act i. 
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Entr'acte. 

d kmil im ike chaUau of CamevUU. In ike /rami of HU sUugt^ «/ Mi 
Ufi ofiJu spectator^ two iar^e windows^ canceaud hy tafntry cur 
tains. Offosiit^ on tkt rtght side^ at p'oni^ a Utttt pricticdi 
doo^ in tno wainscoting. On each sidt are chandeUors^ in wkick 
are six candles nearfy co$uumed. Further up^ two large win- 
dows open at the right on a gallery which leads outside to tXe nver^ 
emdat the Uft^ on another conducting to the othor parts of the 
ckeUeau. Near the windows and the gallery on the left^ at the 
hachf is the figure of a warrior in iron armor ^ mounted on a roU^ 
ing chariot, A table and chairs^ of the period^ are on the 
s&ge. There is also a piece of tapestry^ representing a 
hunt in the time of Henri II, fvhen the tapestry is drawn 
asidkf a second haii is seen which is covered wtth dust and coh- 
flMfo. In this apartment^ which extends to the very bach of the 
stOfSf stand four pedeitals surmounted with warriors in iron un^ 
iform. Thejirst pedestal at the left has lost its figute^ which ie 
thai to he found in the first apartment^ mounted on a chariot, 

CONCBRTBD NUMBBR. 

[Enter Hbnri, and Chorus on tip4oe^ hearing torches.] 

Chorus. Let our torches I'ght up the gloom, 

We're not frightened like simple jeomeB; 
And ye ghosts, rise out of your tomoy 
Now ye have sailors for your foemen* 

Hbmri. Tis said our ghosts do much affect this hall. 

But, unless I'm much mistaken, they are not ^losti 

[Enter Gbrmainb.] 

In this old room, all seems unchanged still : 

Ah, Germaine, you are ill I 
Gbric I am a timid girl, I know ; 

But where you yentnre I will go. 
Hbmri. Nay, courage, now 1 Am I not near? 

By my side jinx have nought to fear I 
Chorus. Let our torches, &c. 

Hbitri. Now. my lads, leave not a hall unsearched. Don't toiget 
the door that opens on the river. Well soon unmask the f ognes 
\: i^i^rv e my ancestnl home with their knavish tricks. 

fXteuni ornnes, except Gbbmainb.] 



Air.— Germaine. 
I. 

Froni pallid cheek you may be telUnCy 

With fear, not courage, now I thrul ; 
My timid heart 'gainst me rebelling, 

Is throbbing fast, do what I wiU 1 
And though my coward heart fain would no^ 

In vain to stay away I tried, 
Let you come alone ! Ah ! I could not! 

And — I am by your side ! 

II 

When I was homeless, tearful, lonely, 
Home, friend, and all you were to me ; 

In all the world I have you only. 
Then where but near you shoidd I be ? 

And tiiough my coward neart would not, ftc 

Exi/ Germainb. 

lEmitr Sripolttb, Grbnicheux afui Bailli^ growing m M# 
Tkity iouck tack other and recoil mih a cry.} 

Trio. Sbrtclette, Gkenichbux and Bailll 

Ensemble. 

All. I shut my eyes — 

Oh, I tremue ! 



This poor girl, may heaven protect hefi 
(Oh ! if I looked and saw a spectre !>— 

No ; 'tis wise 

To shut well the eyes I 
Should there be a spectre 

Grbx. In that case, 'twould be wise 

StiU to shut my eyes. 

Sight appalling ! 
Bail. Of the spectres a aostl 

Serf. What a terrible wonder 1 

It is Grenicheux's ghost! 
Bail. Serpolette's ghost from under I 
Grbx. The BatUi's ghost— oh, how I fear I 

Bail. What 1 three of us ghosts and all here ? 

We three spirits all here ? 
SKKP. No 1 I, for one, with my flesh am not d 
Bail. No more am I ! 

Grmii No more am 1 1 

I breathe again — no ghosts are nif^ ' 



Song. — Skrpolbttk. 

J. 

Nota gfaott at all ! Well. I reallv never I 

Let OS breathe agaiOf and not die of Irifh^ 
Not a \At of qse in getting in a quiver, 
Fancyiu a spectre, or aghost, or spritel 

You have often seen 

On the village green, 

When we tease, in sport 

Fellows come to court, 

Never one was yet, 

Match for Serpolette ; 
And so if a man can't get over me, 
I do not think a ghost will do more than he I 

II. 

I have always heard, if a rhost don't like je% 

All that it can do is to float in air ; 
For it cannot kill you, or harm, or strike je% 
And if that is aU, why I do not care I 

Here the other day, 

Soldiers on their way, 

Halting for a |;lass, 

Kisseaeach village lassi 

But they didn't eet 

One from Serpolette ! 
And so if I can keep a troop at bay, 
I do not think a ghost will do more than thej. 

BMKKL(H^MiM,) Guard the door, my men; well have them aoo^ 

%BMTy URBN., amd Bailli. {Falling on tJUirknges.) We're lost' 
We're tost ! Mercy I Mmy ! 
[EmUr Hbnri and Ass men, Twa oftlum mn cavind with dusL\ 

lUQnii. Hallo I you have some of the dust of ages on yon. Doirt 
mind, my lads ; yon shall have something to wash it down. Can 
any one have penetrated beyond this hallfrom the river? 

GULM. Here are three. Who can they be ? 

Hunii. Some of your g^iosts. Mv men have turned the tables on 
them, and have thoroughly frigntened them. 

GnXN. Please, good ghosts, spare us this time 1 

Snr. {Looki9igup.) As I Uve, there is Germaine ! 

Gkuc. Why, Serpolette — ^how came you here? 

Baflu. LitUe Germaine in the chateau 1 

Hbhri. Yes ; she is a brave firl, and one not ateid of i^iosts. 

Cft^^M. Don't be too sure of that, my lord ; I have been trembling 
iike an aspen leaf ever since 1 entered here ; and my heart goes 
*tt-a-pat as if U was going to jump out of my mouth any moment 
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HBifltL So Mootieor le BaQli, this U the care you talw «i My du 

tMNi daring my absence ? 
^Aifg-t YiMir cbalean ? 

Hsmu. Yes ; mine. Henri dc Comeville, returned to chdm his owu 
Baiixl Most wonderful ! I am deli^^led to hear it I 
Sbrp. The Captain a Marquis— can it be ? 
HxMRT. Cbmei aii^— is this the way you attend to your duties? AJ 

lowing these venerable walls to oe made the sport of graoekss 

mountebanks ? 

Eailli. Mv lord, 1 assure you 

Hekrl Wnal have you to say for yourself, sir ? 

Bailli. Those scandaMoving villagers have driven me almost cris^ 

BuFPO Song. — Bailu. 

1. 

Oh dear! oh dear! that riot and that rabble. 

Never was Bailli so beset before : 
I could not make myself heard for their gabble, 
And from my head its wis^ some villain tore t 
They laughed and jeered (il^mannered rout^ 

Upon my flying periwig thev bet ; 
And when I chased it,— oh I the shout I 
Loud in my ears 'tis ringing yet I 
<« Oh I this is fun. 
Just see him run ! 
(The lassies cried with rapture jigging) 
To-morrow he, 
Will married be. 
And then from his wife he will get a wiggibgl 

II. 

Still I pretended not to hear the chaffing, 

And as I chased my wig, looked dignified ; 
But worse and worse, my very clerks got langhii^ 

Sure so severely ne'er was Bailli tried ! 
The village ^r I could not face, 

Of rid'cule, I own, I'm rather shy. 
And sc to save me from disgrace. 

Hither for quiet did I fly f 
All. '* Oh this is fun," &c 
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tiBKRi. You should think of something else at your age 

marriage with such a young girL 
Bailli. My lord, if you will permit me — 
Hen&l Silence, sirl Have you anything to say about 

caLed ghosts? 

Bailll lley do not come within tlic scope of my official duties 
Gbkm. Here's one on rollers. {PusJus armed figwgftrtrwmrd^ 
HsNEi. There's nothing unreal about this one. 
6bap. Herp are candles that have been Hprhted recently- 
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Hknrl We are coming at the truth. Now who attendi to thate 
candles? 

Cren. His Satanic Majesty, of course. 

Hkvri. It is all knavery, we shall see. Come, to work. Here Is t 
curtain, peihaps sometiiing mav be concealed behind it (Raiut 
arras Jiangings anddisccvers nail with armed statues,) 

OkEN. (Falling on his knees.) There they are ! Save me I Safe mm ) 

H KNRL Peace, lodi ! they are the arms of my nolile ancestors. 

Rbcitativb, Air, and Chorus. — Henrl 

RBaT. 

Nay I no phantom they — ^knights of old, 
My ancestors, their last watch silent keeping. 
So that the prowlers hither by night creeping, 

Fek that to touch thecr. were too bold 1 

Air. 
I. 

Ob I see their good brands notched in battle, 

Their armor dimmed by many a field. 

On each hauberk and on each shield, 
Methinks I hear the iron rattle ! 
Fadeless laurel still be your due ; 

By Hisfiys muse your praise be spoken ; 

For when in fi£ht 3rour mail was broken, 
Foes found jrourneart was iron too ! 

All. Silent heroes, from out the mighty past, 

Still over your line keeping watch and want , 
Lol here your child, sole of his race — and last I 
Last of the line tibey own as lord 1 

II. 

HuTRL Your good swords rust, your spears are shiTer'd, 

'Tis other times with us to-day, 

Than when Paynims in disarray 
Before your onset bent and quiver'd ! 
Tho' we fight not for love of fame. 

And chivalry be now departeo. 

Oh 1 trust me, fathers, lion-hearted, 
Your spirit lives, in us the s?«ne ! 

All. Silent heroes, &c. 

HsifRi. Pshaw ! here is the expUmation of this wonderful myster>. 
.There can be only one entrance for these so-called ghosts to mj 
chateau. They come from the river side. No one can know 
anythinff about our coming here. We arrived when the moon was 
biaden behind a cloud. Now, let a guard be placed at every 
door. 

QWMWL Excuse roe, my lord, buc here U a door we have not seen be 
fore There is a key in It 
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HBinu. Thattki my dear, Irt me invettigale the mystery. {Ejrtk 

Henri.) 
Sbkp. 1 wonder what Idnd of ghosts are in there ? 
Bailli. I don't believe in ghosts. Where are they ? 
Grbm. Look there ! Save me I Save me 1 

{EnUr Henri, cavtrtd with a shggt,) 

Henri. Well, what nonsense. Here is some of your ghostly trum- 
pery. By the way, I found this tin box which may contain some 
important document By jove, what is this ? An offidal docu- 
ment Please, Monsieur le Bailli, read it 

Bailll (Reading.) "My dear Gaspard," 

Serf, taid Gren. What ! the old miser? 

Bailll {XetuUmg.) " I am obliged to fly from France. My infant 
daughter I confide to your care. Bring her up as a simple peas- 
ant girl, as I very much fear that my enemies, were they to know 
that she was my child, would kill her. My dear Gaspaid, do all 
for her you can, and when I return I shall repay you an hundred 
fold." {SigHid.) ** Henri, Marquis de Lucenay." 

" May the i6th, 1&7." 

Serf. One moment! I am convinced I am his child I I wai 
found by Gaspard, and the only child he ever found on the date 
mentioned. 1 am the long lost child ! I am the Marchioness I 
Look at the date ! 

Ensemble and Couplets. 

Ensem. What's she saying ? 

Seep. *TwasIt 'Twas 1 1 

These papers cannot lie I 

Yes ! dated sixteenth Mav I 

They found me on that day ! 

What curious feeling 

O'er me's stealing ! 
Hemrl My good girl, do not taint, now don't I 

(Aside ) A marchioness \ that sillv creature ? 

With peasant writ on ev^ry feature? 
I can never believe it, and won't I 

Couplets. 

Marchioness ! how astounding I 
How my heart is wildly bounding I 
Ever a voice kept sajrmff so. 
That it said truth, now 1 know 1 

Now I'll wear a satin gown. 
And as I sail along the towiL 
The girls with envy will expire ; 
Who is she ? all will enquire ! 
Marchioness! &c 



Now Vm rich I win be gay» 
111 dine on meat now ev'ry dav I 
And when my old friends speak to 
Shut my eyes so's not to see ! 
Mardhioness! &c. 

I wiU buy an education, 

Manners fine, too, 1 will get*, 
So not a lady in the nation 

Will compare with Serpolette 1 

ttsmu. Well, well admit all you say, Serpolette, but jonr daliM 
mutt yet be decided upon. There is the evidence of the oV 
misar, Gaspard, to be given. 

SmtLB, Why, how can there be any doubt about the matter? Ga» 
pard never had a baby besides your humble servant 

Gebn. For heaven's sake, vour higjhness, let me go home. I see a 
ghost in every wave of tne curtains. 

Hbmki. You miserable effigy of a man I Listen, my gallant fellows, 
take care of this wretchoa poltroon, and if he utters one cry, pitch 
him into the river. 

GnxM. Oh I what a fate is mine. 

HsNiu. Now, Serpolette 1 (SaUors hustli Grbnichbux aAmt/ mmd 
cmny him away*) 

Sbkp. **Serpolette," my lord ? such undue familiarity I The Marchion- 
ess, probably, jrou meant to say. 

HsNRi. Madamoiselle, I stand corrected The ^Marchioness,'' of 
course. Now would you be so kind as to retire to yonder ta^pea- 
tried room for a few minutes and look over the reooids of your 
^unUv. 

Sbrp. Certainly, my lord, with you as company. 

Hbiiri. I have other business to attend to. 

Sbrp. But a Marchioness all alone in a haunted room. 

HsN&i. Armed with the records of your noble Urth. 

Sbrp. True, ver^ true. But suppose some ffhost should make love to mel 

Hbnrl Ask him his pedigree. He wilTsoon vanish. 

Sbrp. Well then, my lord, I shall retire for the present to read over 
the records of mv noble family. I shall leave you here with this 
young person. I believe, they call her Germaine. ''Serpolette" 
mdcM. *' Marchioness," I say, and don't you foiget it {Exit 
Sbrpolettb.) 

Gbrm. Why, my lord, all are sone and we are all alone. 

Hbmri. Well suppose so, a brave little heart like yours fears notn- 
ing. Come, tdl me ibOMt this marriage of yours with that old, 
broken down Bailli. 

Gbbm. It was a false repoit Such a marriage could sever take 
place. Besides, there was Jean GrenicheusL 

Hbnrl What! that booby I For goodness' sake what right has 
he to interfere ? 

Gbrm. My lord, he has an influence over me on the 
score of gratitude. He saved my life once, bj rea- 
cnlag me trotD the sea, after I fell from the rocks, a mile 
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or 10 Iroai the villi^;*. Altboogh I do not lovo hia, I miut bo 
ciotexiiL 
■smu. (AsiA.) The nnconscioiiable nwcal 1 to claim the credit ol 
what I have d<Hke. (Ahud.) Weil, I had no idea that I had en 
nfed a coachman who ia In the knight-errant bnainesa. Bat jov 
nee reminds me of days when as a youth I dreamed of such a 
bcamtifal bein£. 

Duo^^Gbemaine mMd Hbkri. 

Hsmu. 'Tis she, a happj tktit has brought her, 

To me, who all m vain had sought her 1 
Gnuc Then he who saved my lifej^ifl must telL 

Told me that he loved-— aye, loved me well } 

Yes ) he saved my life and loved me welL 
Hevki. {Asid4,) The fellow's impudence is hateful. 

But }Fet I must not tell the truth ! 
GsKM. To him who saved me, I was grateful, 

And so I vowed to wed the youtk. 

Yet although awful was my danger. 
On slippery rock, o'er whelming wave, 

To true love still I am a stranger, 
And half repent the vow I gave ! 
HnntL 1 She promised in an hour of danger. 

When rescued from the whelming wave^ 

To mv presence she was a stranger, 
Ana now repents the vow she gave. 
Gbem. I should have answered to his passion 

Exactly in the Norman ^hion ! 
HxNi . Now, maiden, prithee tell to me 

What may at Norman answer be ? 

Air.— Gbrmaine. 
a When he bargains at a fair, 
The Norman puts his chin in the air ; 
Doesn't say '* OfiE," doesn't say ^ Done," 
But 'tis thus bargains are begun : — 
^ Well, we shall see how thii^ may go." 
That isn't " Yes," nor is it " No I " 
And a girl of our country side. 

When she's woo'd should but answer ao | 
When he asks, '< Wilt thou be my bride ? " 

Let her reply nor yes nor no 1 
It la the Norman custom good, 

And well approved, the sages say, 
GIrb never should be understood, 

Or tell their lovers yea or nayl 

a I must, sure, have lost mv head. 

Or else to Grenicheuz I'd have said, 

Not as I did, '' My life is thine ! " 

But words less easy to divine— 

** Well, we shall see how things may fo t* 

That isn't yes. nor is it no. 



And if 1 wed bim, I ooniess, 

That my heart with my hand will not fo; 
If my lips, trembling, must say '* Ves," 

Still mv poor heart will murmur ^ No." 
Had I followed the custom good, 

And well approved, as sages say. 
Pd ne'er have been misunderstood^ 
Nor ever giv*n him "yea," nor ** nay." 
HanikL Oh, lucky chance— oh, meetine fatefnl 1 
And by and-by her heart will know 
That it can be sincerely grateful. 
And, at the same time, with love glow. 

Ensemble. — Germ. & Henri. 
Yes, although awful, &c. [ Knocki$tg hsard wiikim.] 

Haum^ Ah, the signal! Now for an interview with the ghosts. 
Tntv won't like it, I am sure. Serpolette I Serpolette 1 Oh, 
parcfon me — Marchioness ! Marchioness ! [Enter Serf.] 

Serf. That name — Mardiioness — ^my lord, must meet a ready res- 
ponse! 

Henri I merely wished to advise your ladjrship that our expected 
visitors, the ghosts, are about to put in an appearance. 

Serf. Oh, save me, my lord ! I don't want to meet them. 

Henri. Fear in the breast of the Marchioness de Lucenay ? Why, 
I am surprised ! 

Serf. Right, my lord, I am once more on my dignity ! Marchion- 
ess, if you p]ease--don't you forget it ! But then, is there noth- 
ing more substantial for a Manchioness than ghosts? 
[Cries vithin,) Here thevcome! Here they come! 

Serf. Oh, save me ! Help ! The Marchioness is going to faint ! 

Henri. Why, you silly creature ! these are only my men. Look at 
this staunch little craft here, Germaine, who fears no man ! 

Germ. My lord, a ghost and a man are very different things. 
[iE'if/^r Grenicheux, Bailli & Sailors.] 

Henri. Now, monsieur, le Bailli, we shall very soon have an oppo^ 
tunity of interviewing those precious ghosts of yours. 

Bailli. Your excellency, one of your crew informs me there is a 
boat on the river approaching the chateau, and that one man 
alone is in it 

Gren. Help ! Help ! Look at that phantom ! 

Serf. You donkey ! It is only the curtain which 1 was pulling back. 

Gren. A pull back ? Oh, that is a very difiEerent thing. 

Henri. {Aside,\ That miserable liar, Grenicheux ! — Won't I make 
him smart for his intolerable falsehoods ! {Aloud.) My men, 
this hall will be the first place where the ghosts will come 
We must hide, so as to intercept them. Now, some one most r» 
main here on fi;uard. Who shall it be ? 

\A very smali uUGr steps forward^ I, captain I 

Hrnrl Oh, no . You wouldn't be a moathfnl for a ghost Let mt 
sec — I want the bravest man in the crew. Who is he > Ah 
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htm he te I {Cit^s Gkbmicrbux 0m ihi kuk,) Come, boj«, pvi 
him In Tonder armor. 
Grkn. Ob I please 3roar highness, I am scared out of my wits. 

HSNRI So much the better. They are not of mnch use to yoiL 
Put him in the armor on wheels. 

Gren. I shall die of fright ! 

Henri. So much the better for the ghosts, and the worse for yon I 

Gren. Let me go this time, my lord, and I promise never to come 
here again ! 

Hbnri. Nonsense 1 You are just the man for the sitwition. Oap 
him in the armor ! ( Tkg sailors place Grbnichbux in armar,\ 

Chorus and Quintet. 

Chorus. As he's looking somewhat pale. 
Put him, oh put him into mail ! 
Strong is the steel, and once inside, 
All ghosts and phantoms hell deride 1 

Hbnri. (Spokem.) Stir, and you are a dead man I 

Grxn. May heaven pity take 1 How I shake I 

Quintet. 

Grrn. f Cold sweat is on my brow, 

Terror reigneth o'er me now, 
By iron wall thus girt about, 
Cbme what may, I can't set out 1 
Oh dear, oh dear, now what to do ? 
Wretched, wretched Grenichenx I 
Ens. Do not turn so pale ; 

You are quite safe within your mail, 
, Now, adieu 1 poor Grenicheuz ! 

Finale to Act II. 

Gren. Well, this is a nice fix — emailed, and waiting lor a ghost m 

But a postage stamp on me I What shall I do r I'd sink dowa 
: this confounded armor would only ^rmit me. MHiat is that if 
A light, and coming this way 1 Who is it, or, rather, what is it? 
I must shut my eyes, and pray, if I can, for protection. 

[EmUt Gaspard, carrying a lantern,] 

Gasp. I wonder what has come over me to-night ! I feel as U 
something was going to happen. What can it be? Pshaw) 
Gaspard, courase 1 courage, man I Leave sudi idle feari to the 
boobies of yonder village. 

Gren. (Aside.) I am afraid to look at it, whatever it is I 

Gasp. Idle fears ! Why, Gaspard, old man, you are a I06L No om 
dare venture in this neighborhood after dark. 



GmBM. (Aside,) Here to one poor devil ^lO lias gone «And done it I 

Gasp. And that old Bailli— what did he mean bv his hints to4ay t 
can he snspect ? No, no I And yet he seemea so positive. Ban 1 
Cheer up, Gaspard ! No one knows where you keep your sav 
ings bank. The old chateau of Corneville. What a hidinc 
place I No absconding cashier, no speculative president ! {Hem 
mrmar with Grenicheux up and down,) 

GmKN. Mercy ! Mercy ! 

Gasp. What's the matter with you? Did you speak? Pshaw ! An 
old armor tliat has rusted here for ages. Gaspard, if you co on 
like this, you will soon be as big a fool as any of the bump- 
kins of yonder village. (Places lantern and money bags an tabU^ 

Gebn. What a narrow escape ! Now I'm only an old rusty armor. 

Gasp. What did that old fool of a Bailli mean by his questions 
about the former Marquis and my administration of his affairs ? 

Grkn. (Aside,) I think, upon my word, that I am going to faint ! 

Gasp. (Lighting candles^ And, only think of it ! Germaine touc off 
witn &at foreign captain, when I had everything arrangecTfor her 
wedding with the Bailli. But I shall have her back ! I shall 
have her back ! There is law in this country, even if is Norman- 
dy, and the Bailli shall have his bride, and I shall be then 
rid of him and her. She has been such a charge ! Little did het 
father, the Marquis de Lucenay, think what a responsibility hs 
placed on my shoulders, when he committed this child to my 
care ! But I shall make a good thing of it (lAgkts candle^ 

Gren. (Aside^ It is lighting up. Now, I am gone ! 

Gasp. My plans are too well laid to be discovered. Unless one 
Marquis should come back to claim his inheritance, and the 
other to claim his daughter. 

Gren. (Aside.) Why does it light so many candles ? 

Gasp. What an ugly dream I have had ! I thought that the Mar- 
quis de Lucenay came back and claimed his daughter from me. 

Gren. (Aside,) What an ugly face this ghost has ! 

Gast. (Unlocks door and entering small room.) And now for my 
precious gold — my darling treasure 1 Let me see it once again, 
and add to it My darling gold ! my mistress that ever smiles 
on me! 

i#UCN. Why as I live, it is old Gaspard, that wretch of a miser! 
Heavens ! he would kill me, if he should recognize me. Now I 
must be wary in dealing with such an old scoundrel 

GkAtP. (Entering with bags of gold^ Oh my darling gold t my dar- 
ling sold ! mistress of my heart ! ( Wrapping himself in a skeet^ 
By the way, 1 must not forget my ghost busineat. Here Is a 
spiritual medi im of the first water — ^terms moderate. Now tiien 
to perplex the boors of the village. Oh, confoimd this old armor I 
Pushes Gren. before him,), 



GRUf. Hdp! Hdpl 

Gasp. What did you, say? Gamrd, Toa are an ^s ! Only a pi. — 
of rusty armor I Do yon wisn to oe afraid of your own i^ioalil 
{Goes to window and waves sheet ^ There now, if any u o nnti y 
bumbkin sees me, he wiU rash home and tell his folks that dit 
devils are holding high carnival in the chateau of ComeviUe. By 
the way, if ever I catch that miserable fisherman, Grenichen^ it 
kill him t (Runs armor up and duwn.) 

Grbn. Police ! police ! 

Gasp. Whafs that you sav? Pshaw! Only imagination. Noiw, 
only think of it — the Baiui, Germatne, the Marquis and the ao 
counts t Ah. here is something to console me I My gold I my 
darling gold I (Sits down to taSiey opens bags, o/gald, emd commm 
kismamoy.) 

Rbcit. 

Gasp. Love, honor, happiness, moon of honey. 

What are they all compared with gdid? 
Come, let me clutch thee, beautiful money. 
Earth's one bright thing that never grows old t 

Gabw. (Gaspard, I swear, 

what does he there ?) 

Gasp. That ancient cabinet's best of all bank8» 

And there lie my money bags in ranks 
AU solid coin — all yellow ore. 
And, better still, I oring some morel 

Gnsn. (His secret's out t it is very clear, 

His money old Gaspard keeps here I) 

Duo. 

I. 

Gasp. There have I purple linen fine. 

Viands of price and rarest wine I 
Wit, learning, mind, for all of these 
Money can give if so he please. 

Gasp. ) No minstrel ever sang or told 

GnzN. > A strain so sweet as chink of gold. 

II. 

Gasp* Want I love ? plenty of it there 1 

None but the nch deserve the fair I 
I may be ugly, bald, and old. 
Only let me woo with gold. 



Gasp 
Gnuf 



* ( No minstrel ever %a^^^ or told. Ac 
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pl/lkr dmei ihi bills art fuard^ Gaspttrd ftmses im dummy, H^. rwp 
tgmiM€S RoHn^ and rushing to tht place whe^s his ^M u com 
coaUdy hi throws himself on it as it were to protect it. The cw^ 
tain at back rises and ail enter, A guard unbinds Robisi^ and he 
also confronts Gaspard Terror Struck^ Gaspard^s first impulu 
is to collect his money bags on the table and put them esway^ bmi 
his trembling limbs scarce bear him across the room,) 

Hbnri, Serf., Gbrm^ Gren., and Bailu. 

Sflent heroes, from out the mighty past. 
Still over your liae keepine watch and ward ; 

Lo ! here your child, sole of liii racer-and last 1 
Last of the line they own as lord ! 

Gasp. ««TheGho5Ul The Ghosts r 

All. Yes, we are ghosts ! vengeance is sped, 

And lights now on your wicked head ; 
So tremble, old man, we are thy doom ! 
Risinff from fiekl and from sea and tomb 1 
We will haunt thee, we will scare thee, 

We will hunt thee down t 
Never leave thee, ne'er release thee, 

Here or in the town ! 

Whither thou may'st fare. 

Well be there to scare; 

All ^e day you will us see. 

And if you dream, there, too, well be. 

U^gedn the bells chime^ and old Gas^aku^ believing the l^end to h 
true^ and thai his hour of doom is come^ loses his hoaeL) 

Gs&M. Good, my lord, pity the old man ; 

See how he stares, his brain is reeling. 

Hbwki. For you I lift the curse and the ban, 

Tho' not for his sake, who had no feeling. 

Ensemble. 

SONO OP THE Bells. (All.) 

Tableau. 

(Gaipakd sie^ggere to the table emd falls sonuUu om JUm gokk 

(Tableam.) Curtain^ slowly, 

Eim OP Act II. 
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OO? Ill, 

nt sUtgtt ^ ^H^fi^^ ixUmt^ refresemts a p^urk^ wUh staimis mmd 
shrM^ty. This sctm is as gay and brilliant as possibU. Grmmd 
TahUan cf Dancing. Gaspard wanders aSont insans. AU 
ntmksfnn rfkim.) 

Cbrt. Poor old Gaspard ! He is insane beyond all hope. 

4li ths Girls. A madman ! be may injure us I 

Gbet. Don't be afraid. He cannot do any harm. He is simply ai 
imbecile ever since he heard the bells of ComeYille, which aato» 
i^od bka. Let him alone ! 

Ballad. — Gaspard. 

Aye ! aye 1 aye 1 the good old times^ 
Have come back again, I am thinking ; 

When I heard the castle chimes, 
Hundred of years returned like winking I 

I. 

Oh 1 the brave days will come back 

And my band ot beggars lusty, 
With a wallet tor our pack. 
And our coats and tnroats aye dusty. 
Come I tramp each merry loon, 
And troll beneath the moon, 
Tooral looral Uy ! 

II. 

\nd it's we the maids who charm, 

Never mind how old our dress is ; 
\11 the lasses at the farm 
For the beggars have caresses I 
And tho^ch our yeoman host, 
'Tis the vagrant rules the roast, 
Tooral looral lay ! 

{Enter Bailll) 

Femsmnt Girls surrounding him. My dear Bailli ? Why, how well 

Sa look I Where have vou been ? You seem worried, what 
s become, of the biider How about the honeymoon? Have 
you brought her back, or has she given you the slip ? 

Bailli. Be quiet, for soodness' sake. Never in my life have 1 had 
such a succession ox queer adventures. Bells, ghosts, the retom 
of the Xi'arquis, crazy Gaspard, and the grand transformation oi 
everythiiig, nave well nigh turned my head. Then, only think ol 
little Serpole«te and that fisherman. Grenicheuz * 

4Li* Please, te* us about thenn 
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Bailll WeD, the coart has examined into the questkm ol Seqi» 
lette'i daiiik. They found that the ^lage was removed from the 
register at the date of the i6th of May, 1667. Bat the proofis are 
in feivor of Serpolette, and show that she is the daughter of the 
Marquis de Lacenay ; therefore, the court decides in ber fsLWor. 

Gkbm. (Within.) Here comes her serene Highness, the Marchioneas 
de Lucenay and her noble factotum, the Honorable Jean Greni 
cheoz. 

Baiixl Only listen to that scoundrel ! 

Alx- Oh ! what a ma^ificent turnout ! What a j^rand lady I 

Quit. Why, girls, it is our Serpolette ! 

{EmUr Sbkpolbttb and Grknichkux.) 



Chorus and Couplets. 

SutFOLBTTB, Grenicheux, and Chorus. 

CaoRUS. There she goes with horses prancing. 

Well may folk chuckle and stare, 
Satins shining, feathers dancing, 

And her nose well in the air. 
What back again ? What back again ? 
I've come, you see, 
How are you. Trumpery ? 

Cborvs. Trumpery ! Trumpery I 

SiRP. At a countess you are gaping, 

So let nothing you be 'scaping, 
Your amazement don't conceal. 
For ev'rything is costly, ev'rything is renl I 

{oat look at that, just look at this, 
do not think thai I'm amiss; 
{ust look up here, just look down there; 
rather like to see you stare. 

Grrn . And me I and me ! 

At me, too, please, be staring, 
Observe my noble bearing. 

SsRP. Shut up, &u:totuni, do ! 

Be silent, for I can speak for twa 

Now, ere I go away, 
I soniething have to say ; 
So listen, pray. 



COUPLBTS. 

I. 

Thoqch no more plain Serpolette, 
And tnough dressed up in grand toiletfei^ 

a every one it is allowed 
at I am not the least bit proud ' 
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For still my rnemorr will recall 
The time i had no dreaa at all ; 
Tlioiigh I have richea quite unendiagp 
Yon will find me condescending ; 
Call me then, just as before— 
Seipolette, Serpolette — nothing oMra. 

Call her, ftc. 

11. 

Sbbp. Silk is very fine, no doubt, 

But in silk I can't kick about ; 

And grand food, too, I thought diviat. 
Ah, mv friends, I was mistaken, 
Nicer cur your eggs and bacon. 

Cider's oetter, too, than wine ! 
Of my nandeur 1 am weary. 
And 1 find my town house dreary, 

Yes, I find my town house dreary. 
CaU me then, ftc. 

All. Call her, then, ftc. 

iiEMT, So, Serpolette, you have returned to us once more ? 

Grbn. Yes, good people, her highness 

SsKP. Shut up about my highness! Well, I have condescended to sea 
you once more. By the way, young person, there is some fest^ 
val in progress here. 

Gbrt. Oh, yes ; the Marquis celebrates his return from esile. 

GiiKif. As we shall, when we open our chateau. 

Sbrp. Will you be still ? Ah, there was a person named Germaine. 

Gbrt. Oh, she is a particular friend of the Marquis, they say. 

Sbrp. It looks bad ! I am astonished she should be so indiscreet 

Grbk. If s scandalous ! 

SxRP. Hold your tongue, sir \ Go and attend to my carriage. 

Gren (Aside,) She is an absolute ^rrant I shall not submit mvch 
loiu;er to her intolerant airs. {Aloud.) Your bigness' orders 
shaQ be obeyed. (Exit Grbn.) 

Bailli. Excuse me, my lady, but I cannot listen to any chaige 
against such a good girl as Germaine. 

Sbrp. (Elevating eye glass,) Ah, I recollect The elderly persoa 
who wished to marry this Germaine. 

Bailu. I acknowledge that I made a fool oi myself in trying to win 
one young enough to be my granddaughter. But, I Bnintai» 
Germaine is a mSoA girl 
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SsftP. Welly old fendeman, the ^abject is beoeiah the aotice of thi 

aoUe Marchlooess and Countess de Lucenav. Can any of joc 

Idl me about a certain miser named Gaspard r 
All. He is crazy, my lady. (Gaspard dances insaneh^ 
Sbsp. What a horrible creature ! I shall speak to him, however. 

Perhaps the dignity of my presence may restore him to reason 

Gaapardy I ss^, approach me. 
GAsr. Why it's Tittle Serpolette ? 
Sbrp. No, sir, you address the Countess de Lucenay. 
Gasp. Ah ! now I remember. The Count de Lucenay, conaittetf 

his daughter to my care. 
Skrp. Behold that daughter 1 
Gasp. You ? Why, you must be crazy ! 
Skrp. You horrible creature, it is you who are crazy I 
Gasp. Serpolette — ^the daughter oi the Count de Lucenay I f¥hy, it 

is the best joke I have heard for a long time. 
Sbrp. Begone, old man ! Try and recover your senses. 

(Gaspard dances and sings,) 

Bailli. Excuse the old fool, my lady. He is not responsible for 

what he says. 
SsRP. He is beneath the notice of the Countess de Lucenay, Ah 

the music ! the dance I Just the thing for me ! 

Bailu. Surely, your ladyship would not condescend 

Sbrp. Just the very thing my ladyship will ! Old man, I shall select 

jrou as a partner, but first let me sing you one of our old Nor 

man songs. 

CiDBR SONO. — SBRPOLBTTB AND ChORVS. 



Sbrp. 



I. 

Normandy pippin's good all over. 
Where is the girl won't have a slice? 
Twas mother Eve did first discover 

How good it was in Paradise. 
Grapes, they say, hung round her in plenty, 
Other nuits — ^ hundred and twenty : 

But she, I've heard, an apple preferred. 
A juicy one Eve ate, the first, 

Or dse tradition's belied her, 
And as it sUked the lady's thirst. 

She said, *« What a good thing is cider t" 

Live, good cider, drink divine! 
'Tis better far than all your wine. 
Good for maiden, man, and boy. 
And fl;ood in grief and joy. 
Ai L Live, eood c'der. &c. 



M 



II. 



9mtw If Eve did wrong ihe has myprty. 

For she was only one year old ; 
And in oar times each maiden pretty 
Still likes to pluclc the fruit of gold. 
Ol^ the flirting, laug^iter, and singings 
Throoffh the orchara merrily ringing 1 



Apples are tossed, and hearts are Uwt ; 
11 if a girl be won this da^. 
I wish good luck may betide her. 



And that both in their moments gay. 
May bless the invention of cider 1 

All. Live, good cider, ftc. 

[EmUr Henri.] 

Hbikl (CU^^Mg his hands.) Bravo ! Bravo 1 Excdloit I 

SsEr. Good gracious I the Marquis to find me, a Conntesa, d^m**^ 
the Cancan! 

Bailll My lord, I was just remarking to the noble Coontess ds 
Lncenay 

Hbnri. Yes, so I perceived — with your toes. Let me not interrupl 
you. So, my dear Countess, you have come back to us again ? 

Sbrp. Well, yes. Marquis. My first idea was to be presented at the 
Court of Versailles, and the rojral palace just suited me I 

Hbnrl Did yon wish to purchase it ? 

Serf. Yes, but I changed my mind* I grew tired of having all the 
great lords of the court at my feet 

Hbnri. Imploring one kind word. 

Serf. Dukes, Marquises, Barons, all suppliants for my favor. 

Henri. Begging a smile 

Serf. Yet, I could not bring myself to forsake you alL I said, if 

I must buy a castle or palace somewhere, why not give Normandj 
the first show ? Now, there's yours, Marquis What will you 
take for your castle ? 

Henri. Well, really, it's not yet in tlie market. 

Serf. If it shoula be, consider me a bidder — ^with afl its former 

terrors, it is dear to me as having been so long the repository ol 

the records of my birth and station. 

Henri. Now, my friends, make yourself at home. Monsieur Bailli. 
will you act as escort for Madmoiselle to the castle, and alat 
show all the other guests what is to be seen. 

Bailll Ah ! such honor, — with the most profonnd pleasure I 

Serf. Oh, monsieur, you are too kind I [ Takes his arm.'] 

Bailll Happiness excessive I Follow me. friends. 
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{Exeunt ^mtuSf except Henra.; 

HBinu. Poor little Serpolette t What a dis^)pointmeiit W will bt 
to her when the truth becomes known. And iweet Germaine— 
how I have learned to love her ! I must disabuse her mind, soiiie> 
time, of her fancied obligations to that lying scoundrel, Greni 
^enx. Ah I here comes the rascal, looking like a popinjay. 

\Retires up stage^ enter Gren.] 

Grbn. I cannot stand this any longer 1 Suppose she has become a 
titled lady ? That is no reason why she should treat me like a dog. 
Give me Germaine, any day, before her. I'll five up the Mar 
chioness for Gaspard's niece. She thinks that f saved her life by 
rescuing her from drowning. 

Hnnu. {Coming forward^ Indeed! So my coachman saves youqg 
ladies from drowning t 

foBN. Yes, my lord ; it was a most daring and successlttl effort oa 
my part 

Hbmrl Pray, tell me all about this wonderful adventure. 

Valse Sono. — Grenichbux. 

That night, I'll ne'er forget. 

In the late sun-ray glowing. 
In fan(nr I hear yet. 

The long billow ebbing, flowing. 

Whom should I see, sucking under the tlda^ 

But a fair and innocent 'maiden, 
'Twas but a moment — I was by her side— 

And for shore then, I made, beauty ~ 

Ah 1 she, as still she lay. 

On my arm, as on a pillow 
More lovely seemed than 6iv, 

Or searnymph under the mIIow« 

rhen, thought I, " Ah ! if thou 

Wert always mine, as now. 
Life then were sweet, sweet unto am I 

But if the heart I save 

From this cold, cruel wave, 
May not be mine, let me die with thM t " 

Then, sure a spirit hand. 

With a gentle touch and tender, 
Brought saEe unto the strand 

That maiden young and slender. 

Life came back as she sighed, 

Her waking elance met mine ; 
And grateful then, she cried^ 

And grateful then she cried: — 
^ I and my life are thine 1 
Deliverer from the sea, 
For thy corraec I'll love but thee f • 
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\fimUr Gbrmainb unpgrcnvtd,) 

Hsmu. Yo«i nnooasdonable liar ! So yoa claim the credit of 

\am Gcniiaine from a watery grave. Now, here is my aniw«r> 
^rikis him.) 

Gebn. Oh I my lord, pardon ! pardon ! I didn't do it 

Henri. Yoq rascal ! Don't you recollect that I was the captain of a 
certain vessel which was off the coast at the time, and tnat I res- 
cued the lady in question from a watery grave, and afterwards 
confided her to your care. Now you claim all the credit of hai^ 
ing rescued her. 

GmsN. My lord ! I acknowledge all. 

Hbnri. Now then, jrou rascal ! go to Germaine and acknowledge the 
truth, onlv, don't mention my name. If you fail, I shall hang you 
from the battlements of the castle ! 

Gbrm. (Rusk4s forward.) Enough, my lord, then you are the pre- 
server of my life, not this cowardly claimant ? 

Hbniu. My dear Germaine — 

GxRM. I have heard all! Mf life is yours! Begone, miseimbis 
deceiver ! 

Grsm. Oh I I'm off. It was not an agreeable secret after a!L 

{Exit Grsnichsux.) 

Duo.— Gbrmainb ft Hbnri. 

G«RM. My lord, my lord, my silly heart is beating, 
For, oh, 1 feel I am your thrall, 
And that to you I owe life, fortune all — 
My debt I cannot help repeating. 

Hbnri. You told me that a vow you gave 

To him who saved you from the wave ; 
I claim thy hamd with thy plighted vow. 
Gbrm. Your bride ? A servant ? Oh, no, my lord ) 

Hbnr' And shall I at thy lot be railing. 

Who years have round the globe been sailing, 
Sometimes tar before the mast, 
With biscuit hard for sole repast ? 

Oft poverty has been my neighbor. 
But I simered, I have had mv reward, 
I learned that e'en the prouoest loid 

May give his hand to honest labor ! 

'Tis not that I am servant lowly 
That I break vow holy, 
To your Lghtest wish I bend me kiw. 



For lofe to the poor is a donei. 

But Gatpwd'i niece bath caute to cower, 

Wed yoQ whom he wronged ? Ah, no ! 

HBimL Thy hut word then; !i << no ? " 

GwMM. > 'Tis not that I, &c. 
Hsmu ( For me thou art not, &c. 



{CHgt wiikin. Enter Sepolbttb, dragging Grbnichsuz i(f 

the ear. Bailli, Peasants^ eie,) 

GmBM. Yon you may say what you please — I am sick of the lerrica ) 

Sbep. What a cowardly wretch ! Look here ! I am your mistreasi 
and you must obey me ! 

Gasn. I shan't do it ! 

Sbkp. (Boxing his ears,) There ! take that, you wretch ! 

Hbnri. Noble countess, there is some trouble here. 

Sbrp. I should say so. This fellow say^ ]rou want to hang him. 

Gbbn. From the battlemenU. 

Sbrp. Hold your tongue ! I don*t want a servant of mine at tb« 
tight end of a rope. 

Grkn. With his neck broken. 

Sbrp. Will you ever be quiet ? Now, my lord, it is a very disaujee- 
able thing for me, a marchioness, to have a servant at tfie encTof a 
rope! 

Hbnri. Well, I acknowledge, it is rather derogatory to your dignity, 
therefore, I forgive him this time, for your sake ; but allow me to 
present an old friend of yours, Germaine — you, surely, cannot 
have forgotten her. 

Sbrp. Oh, yes, I believe there was a young person of that name whom 
I once nonored with my acquaintance ; but then. Marquis, since 
I have become Marchioness and Countess de Lucenay, 1 move ia 
quite another sphere. {Enter Gaspard, croMy.) 

Gren. Crazy Gaspard ! I want to go home t 

Gasp. Ah, everybody thinks that old Gaspard is crazy, but he knowt 
better. He knows all about the haunted chateau and its secrets. 
Ah, here is the paper that can tell all about the Count de Lucenay'i 
daughter. {Shows pafer.) 

Hbnri. (Snatching paper,) What do I read! Germaine is the loii| 
lost Marchioness? 

Gasp. Help ! Help 1 They rob me of my papers 1 

Hbnbl Gaspard, look at me ! I am the son of your old master, Henr) 
de ComeviUe. Come, acknowledge your fault, and declare tht 
truth. Germaine is the real daughter of the Marquis de Lucenay. 

Gasp. My lord ! my lord 1 Where have I been ? My head stil 
whirls. Ah ! yes, yes ; now 1 recognize yoo. You are my oW 
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■■■Hr's Hving pictare ! Please, forgive a poor old miia ! IFmiA 
0m kit iuMT.) A poor, poor old man I And she, Grrmaine, Is 
dM child intmsted to my care. 

ilBBP. Yon horrid old miser — ^who then, am I ? 

Gasp. Whv only Serpolette, the mischief-maker of the vilh^g e ■ 
peasant^s daughter, that is all ! 

Hbnu. Well, Gaspard, 111 forgive you for all, as long as fs« hafi 
such a sweet petitioner here. 

Sbrf. Bat what is to become of me? 

GnxN. Please, take compassion on your humble servant ! 

Sbkp. Welly I suppose that is all left to me now. 

FiNAUL— All ft Choeus. 

Hsmu. Old man, I pardon thee with pleasure, 

II thou didst finger and hoard up m v sold. 

I have it back again^ — aye 1 twenty told. 

Germaine's mv wealth, mv hoard, my treasnre I 
Sbbp. Well, my fate^i very shaay 

Not Marquise, nor simple lady. 

What pursuit to follow now ? 
BxnxL Please, your (jace, come, milk the cow 1 
Gbmm. Nay, come with me till fortune mend. 

As servant, eh ? 

As my girlhood's friend! 

One thing I see— No one asks me. 

Ah, the bells riiu; I 
I amglac^ 

They are my friends, nor drive me mad 1 

Dost thou understand, Germaine, 

Why floats that chime now o'er the dells ? 

Gladness in that voice rinn again. 
For 'tis a sound, love, of marriage bells 1 

Ring, ring out ! far and wide ! 
For our lord and for his bride. 

Dear friends of my youth, think not we are parted. 

Here, where I have lived, I ever hope to dwell; 
Noble I may be, yet not more true-hearted, 

Than the little Germaine whom you loved so well 
Hark ! the happy bell— ever ^ntly chimii^, 

Like an olden friend that bids Uie wancPrer homm, 
For me legend sweet of love and friendship rhymin|^ 

Saying, '' Nevermore from the old place roam I ^ 

donus. *' Saying," &c. 

Ding, dong, &c 



Gbma. 
Gkbm. 
Chorus. 
Gasp. 

Hbxrl 



Choevs. 
Gnu. 
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SoNO AND Chorus. 

I. 

There's magic music in my bosom beating, 

But whence the music comes I cannot tdl ; 
Yet sweet the wordless song it keeps reoeati^gy 

Until I seem to know its meaning weU ! 
No softer lullaby will hush the flowers, 

By ceyhyr blown at close of danr ; 
No rentier strain ere woke the sleeping bow«f% 

When love-birds warble on the sprayl 

Ah, Love, the minstrel thou ! 
I know the singer now ; 
And love is yet Love's song — 
Love me dearly, love me long t 

Qioftus. Ah, yes ! Love, the minstrel thou, &c. 

IL 

I fear not now, the leaden hand of sorrow, 

'Twill pass as lightly as the summer's night ; 
For love's diviner song brings on the morrow. 

As surely as the dawn leads on the li^ht I 
The tender son^^ that hope is ever singug, 

The rudest wmd can never still, 
And sure the comfort that strain aye is bringiag 

With joy the heart to cheer and thrill 1 

For Love, the minstrel thou 1 
I know the singer now *, 
And love is yet Love's song — 
Love me dearly, love me long 1 

Caoaus. Ah yes I Love, the minstrel thov f 

CURTAIN. 
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ON BILLOW ROCKING. 



BARCAIIOLLE. 




Modeiraio. 
Gbxmiciikux. 







On bil - low rock - ing, At tem • pest mock • ing, Gal - lant sai - lor boy 



^jjSVMc^^^ I J e f/.f c i ^-c-p^r-n 




O - cean's thy hornet . Calm- ly thoa'rt sleep • ing, Tho' gale be sweep - ing 

f- > • ► — . — — — *— — 4i 



And tho' rude be thy pil • low, 



All the blue des - ert of . wa - ters to foam. 



^^r^^-^-^ ^-p 



W^i' c t 



t 




t> jj J w-ff 



Come the lov'd ones and dear 1 Ah I . Ah I mayfav 'ring gale. Ah I . Ah I stUl waft thy 




g^3Lj-^Jf-{a.nr7tr^ 



sail, Float on I float onl 



y« ;T p C c ^i-1-(^-gr-d 



On bil • low rock - ing. At tem - pest mock • ing, 



t 



e 




^ 




Gal - lant sai - lor boy, O - cean 's thy home I . Calm - ly thoo 'rt sleep • ing, 




^^ 




•t r i ■■ 



I 



Tho' gale be sweep • ing All the blue des -ert of wa - ters to foam. 



LEGEND OF THE BELLS. 



itoderalo, 
Gkrmaine. 



SOLO AM) CHORUS. 




I. Yes I that cas - tie old by wis-ard is en- chant -ed, For tho' Knight and Ba - ron 
a. Round a - bout that bel • fry, rook and owl are wing- ing; Fear -less are the birds, for 




stom l)er on their bier ; By their ghosts in mail the cor • ri • dois are haunt - ed, 
«i«Ce the i - ron tongue. Nev - er more we bear its sol - emn voice out • ring • \mg 
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77 •^ I JJJHrJ 




And by night we Ve teen their aw - ful shades ap - pear I For their last de • scend-ant *• 
Warn - ing for the old, or wel • come for the young I Lone - ly ia the tower, and 



r j j> J ^ J' ^ J' I J /.j-JT^J .J ■^ J J I 



com - ing. Watch they're keep - ing, In the plac - id moon • light, or when thun-der roUl 
oh I we maid- ens fear it, Lest some spir - it hand should rock the bell a - gain, 




In the ir - led be! - fry, when the world is sleep • ing, There *s a ghost • ly watch-man who the 
For they say we, now Mr - ing, now shall hear it, Ring - ing out a mes - sage to the 



^j. J- J I / ;- J j^-p p p | i| . 



^^ 



bell will toUt There's a ghost - ly watch • man who the bell will toll I 

star • tied plain. Ring - ing ovt a mes - sage to the star - tied plaint 




JW^ s ■'' J u jp p i: ^ 



Ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, dong, bell I ^ Mie le - gend run • neth. 



r j-^-r^ 




J J- J I S -^ s J* J I 



so the old men tell. Ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, ding, ding, dong, bell I 




^^J' J' J iir^c r ic r r I 



When the heir re • tarn - eth, will clang the bell. Ding, dong, ding, ding, dong, ding, 



i 



.1 c e r 




i 



^^^^ 



ding, dong, ding, ding, dong, ding, dong, ding, dong. Ding, dong, ding, ding, dong, ding. 




ding, dong,ding,don^ ding,dong,ding,dong,ding. Ding,dong,ding,dong,dtng,dong,ding,dong,ding,dong,bel1 1 




So the le • gend ran • iieth. So the old men telU Ding, dong,ding, dong, ding, doQg 
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fii. 



Dlni^ dong» ding, doii|^ belli When the long lost heir re -turn - eth, will dang the beO* 



WITH JOY IN MY HEART. 



VALSE-RONDO. 



Hbnri, 




With ioT my heart has ol • ten bovnd - ad, When one plank part ed death and ne. 



By 




r «; f 7 r-' i? #=^ 




^r r ^-B 



m 



threat'ning sky and wave snr-roond - ed. Oh t yet 1 love theln-con • stant sea * With 

rmtt. ^ rtf. 



i *^ p 1 




^^^^•-fe 



joy my heart has of - ten bounded, When one plank part - ed death and me, 




LK C £-^ 




' — m- 



:*»= 



^ 



Tempo diwdte 



t 



^ 



^ 



Bt 



fc 



thieat'kiing sky and wave snr - round - ed. To me no Strang - er Hard-ship m 






r r.^ r^ ^r i^ i ^ 1"' 



f 



^iir^ 




dan - ger. Bat - tHing the gale that sweeps o'er the main. But per il o • ver, 

' tir f ir r' gif if T^ 



% 



t 



■ r- tr T 



Who like the ro - ver Finds life so sweet af • ter the pain ? Sweet lips have bless'd me. 










^H'^^^ 



Soft hands ca • ress'd me. In ev • *ry clime where fate made me roam; . . And wo 




ff . f f i . X ^f f i ^-t— f- 



1= 




^^^-g. 



greet • in g, (Bliss all too fleet • ing,) Made of the far • land al-most a home I 




I,,, r r Tf r^ r nr f i ^ f^ir r f | 



And gen Ue maid • en. Beau • ty ar raT*d in. More than once told 
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i tv,»r &r;if'H^ ^ ^ ^'^ titriT r 



^^ 



Iwe in a si^^l Heart wOd - ly beat - iB|^ Mate fluce en • treat - ing, AH Iwf* been 




r r r . r r . r r r . r r 



mine, Yet put cold-ly byl Yea I I am lone I7, One wo -man on - Ij, 




rTT i r "gy tTif ^iit f^ 



^ 



Tbroqghall my be • log rdgna fai my hearti Tbongh now for - er • er, 




Fate may oa aer • er* Love- ^ «■ • knownl my aonl'a qoeen thoa art! 



iffli i tJj — ^^ 



■f-f-f-^- 



i 



tt 
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^^ 



Ah^yeatfor • €▼ - eri Lof»4y wiknownlmyqneentfioaartt Ahl 



^,!r^r i rr,rr-f-fi-^rr-^f fif ^ 




O fair -est makt - en* One mo-BMnt laid in theaeemp-ty aime now long- ing for tbee; 




r' cir r 



i 



r- t i T n 




U 7 , f f 



Why art thon gone now? Why art thon iown now, FVom yon darlc rock tliat 




fT i f Tyrr i T- -,. it r 



^ 




»-b" 



hanga o'er tbe sea? Doat thon re • mem - ber* (*Twaa m Sep - tern - ber,) 

r- fif f i f f ^ , fy,f s^ 




Here b the rode and there ia the wave-: 



O come a - gain, lov% 
aditb. 



i>Vi ^ ^' c I f rt^^^-Sj^^^ \ t^'t^ 



Sol - aoe my pain, loire, TeO me 



m 



vain if the hope . . 70a g&v* 
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of Educational Test>»books •uiied to th« reqairements 
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PIANO 

HALF HOUR UfiSSONS IN MUSIC Mra. Herman Kotischmar $1.00 

BURROWES' PIANO PRIMBR Frederic Field Bullard. Editor .75 

do Tinted linen 50 

NATURAL LAWS IN PIANO TECHNIO Majw Wood Chaae 1.26 

THE INTERPRETATION OF PIANO MUSIC Mary Venabie 1.26 

PIANO TEACHING: ITS PRINCIPLES AND PROBLEMS 

Claranoe G. Hamilton, A.M. 1.26 

EARS. BRAIN AND FINGERS Howard WeUfl 1.26 

VOICE 

ABCOFMUSIC AusuBteMathieuPanseron (Ed.by N. CUlTordPaKe) 1.00 

TWELVE LESSONS IN THE FUNDAMENTALS OF VOICE PRODUCTION 

Arthur L. Manchester 1.00 

TRAINING OF BOYS' VOICES Claude Ellsworth Johnson .76 

RESONANCE IN SINGING ...ND SPEAKING Dr. Thomas FUlebrown 1.26 

COMMONPLACES OF VOCAL ART Louis Arthur RusseU 1.00 
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VIOLIN 

HOW TO MASTER THE VIOLIN (A practical guide for students and teachers) 

Pav^ L. BytovetKski 
HOW TO STUDY KRBUTZER , Benjamhi Cutter 

HARMONY, COUNTERPOINT, AND MELODY WRITING 

INTERVALS. CHORDS. AND EAR TRAINING Jean Parkman Brown 

EAR TRAINING FOR TEACHER AND PUPIL C. A. AlcUn 

HARMONY SIMPLIFIED Francis L. York 

HARMONY Sir John Stalner. Mus. Doc. 

HARMONIC ANALYSIS Benjamin Cutter 

COUNTERPOINT SIMPLIFIED Francis L. York 

COUNTERPOINT , Dr. J. Frederick Bridge 

GUIDE TO MUSICAL COMPOSITION Heinrich Wohlfahrt 

FORM, INSTRUMENTATION, AND ACOUSTICS 

LESSONS IN MUSIC FORM Percy Goetsehius. Mus. Doc. 

MUSICAL FORMS .Ernst Pauer 

INSTRUMENTATION Ebenezer Prout. Mus. Doc 

SOUND AND ITS RELATION TO MUSIC Clarence G. Hamilton, A.M. 

DEFINITIONS AND HISTORY 
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The Musicians Library 

CThis notable series has been planned to embrace all the master- 
pieces of song and piano literature; to gather into superbly made 
volumes of uniform size and binding the best work of the best com- 
posers, edited by men of authority. Each volume is independent, complete in itself, 
and sold by itself. 



PIANO VOLUMES Eduedbv 

BACH PIANO ALBUM. Vol. I. Shorter Compoeitions Dr. Ebenezer Prout 

BACH PIANO ALBUM. Vol. n. Larger Compositions Dr. Ebencztr Prout 

BEETHOVEN PIANO COMPOSITIONS. Vols. landU Eugen d' Albert 

BRAHMS, JOHANNES. Selected Piano Compoeitions Raphael Josoffy 

CHOPIN, FREDERIC. Forty Piano Compositions James Huneker 

CHOPIN, FREDERIC. The Greater Chopin James Huneker 

GRIEG, EDVARD. Larger Piano Compositions Bertha Feirinsr Tapper 

GRIEG, EDVARD. Piano Lyrics and Shorter Compositions Bertha Feirintf Tapper 

HAYDN, FRANZ JOSEF. Twenty Piano Compositions Xavcr Scharwenka 

LISZT, FRANZ. Ten Hungarian Rhapsodies August Spanuth and John Orth 

LISZT, FRANZ. Twenty Original Piano Compositions .August Spanuth 

LISZT, FRANZ. Twenty Piano Transcriptions August Spanuth 

MENDELSSOHN, FELIX. Thirty Piano Compositions ^ ••;{•;;,• "uV P^rcy Goetschius. Mus Doc. 
»»«^»<^vrv»«i, * WMM». Auu.., rwMv v>vutvv»iMuix» ^ V\ 1th a Preface by Daniel Gregory Mason 

MOZART. WOLFGANG AMADEUS. Twenty Piano Compositions Carl Reinecke 

SCHUBERT, FRANZ. Selected Piano Compositions August Spanuth 

SCHUMANN, ROBERT. Fifty Piano Compositions Xaver Scharvvenka 

WAGNER, RICHARD. Selections from the Music Dramas Otto Singer 



ANTHOLOGY OF FRENCH PIANO MUSIC. Vol. I. Early Composers ? , ■., vuiurs.. 

Vol. n. Modem Composers J ***'**"'^ rmiipp 

ANTHOLOGY OF GERMAN PIANO PIANO MUSIC. Vol. I. Early Composers ) xi«r:t,Mr.«,t*r-.,.n 

Vol. n. Modem Composers J *'°"" Moszkowski 

EARLY ITALIAN PIANO BfUSIC M . Esposito 

TWENTY-FOUR NEGRO MELODIES Transcribed for Piano by S. Coleridge-Taylor 

Bach volume in heavy paper, cloth -hack, $1.50: in full cloth, gilt, $2.50. Copies mailed postpaid. 
Other volumes in preparation. Booklets, giving tuU particulars, with portnits of Editors and contents 
of volumes published, FREE on request. 

NoTK.— These works will be sent with return privilege to those with accounts in irood standing, and 
to those with no accounts u/fon receipt of price ^ which will be returned, 
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Write for particulars of our Easy Payment Plan. 
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Favorite Songs of Famous Singers 

Pricey each, $1.2S postpaid 

My Favorite French Songs 

Books I and II By EMMA CALVE High VUce Low Voice 

CThe great .8in^ei here gathers together her favorites among French songs — mostly modern, some 
operatic, and a few of the ultra-modern school. To these she adds a group of *'Songs my Grand- 
mother sang," making a truly unique and distinguished collection. From these charming old melodies 
down to the songs of Debussy the singer indicates all that is best in the realm of French song composi- 
tion. Complete with biographical sketch with portraits and an introduction from Mme Calv^'s pen. 
A ■p l encBc sroop of tonit Talnalil* to both tinsen and concert goers.— BOSTON TIMES 
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My Favorite Songs 

By JULIA CULP 



Voice Low Voice 



CThe favorite songs of this highly praised I/ie^for^inger are drawn from the music of many different 
lands, from her native Holland to our own America, and including France, Germany, Ireland, etc. 
This collection is made up of such numbers as have won Mme. Gulp's affection as well as proved 
their acceptability to her enthusiastic audiences, and the volume is of extraordinary interest. A charm- 
ing introduction from the singer's own pen and portraits enrich the book. 

The triomphs of the tiacer ere reflected in ber book.— THE MUSICIAN 
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My Favorite Songs 

By GERALDINE FARRAR 



Low Voice 



CThis gifted singer shows her musical training by the preponderance of German songs in the collec- 
tion she has brought together The various numbers have been sought out with indefatigable zeal, 
largely from treasures of song buried or neglected in the works of great writers, and are therefore, in 
many wa3r8, new to the average teachei or singer. Songs from other laads, such as Russia and Scandi- 
navia are also included. The book contains a biographical sketch, portraits, a striking portrait on the 
cameo plate paper cover, in the engraver's best art. 

Miae Farru^t teiectMMi evidencet a most eclectie wnd at the tame time impeccable 

mittical ta»te.- MUSICAL COURIER 
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The Most Attractire Volume of FoOttoait Ever PaUished 

My Favorite Songs 

By MARCELLA SEMBRICH 



Low Voice 

CMarcella Sembrich was the first among great singers to reveal the treasures of folksong, and her 
knowledge of these gems from many lands is most extensive. In this volume she has collected those 
which her experience proved were grateful to the singer and pleasing to her audiences. 

These are the folksong* which Marcella Sembrich bas suna so often in ber concerts that tbo 
seal of pnblic approval is stamped upon Ibem aU.— MUSICAL COURIER. 
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My Favorite Songs 



Ifigh Voice By ALMA GLUCK Uw Voice 

CNo contemporary recital-singer has a larger following of charmed listeners than Mme. Gluck, and 
her excellent choice of songs plajrs a vital part in her success. The numbers included in this volume 
she has gathered from many sources; but they all serve to display the suave lyricism, the delicate 
nuances, and the arch humor of her captivating art. Portraits and an introduction from the pen of the 
singer complete the attractive features of the book. 

Singen will do well to avail themselves of this rare selection of sones. with wbicb tbe 
favorite singer bas largely won ber popularity.— THE MUSICIAN 
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Standard Opera Librettos 

All librettos have Englisn text. Additional texts are indicated by Italic letters, as folknpim: 
I, Italian; G, German; F« French. Those marked with (*) contain no music and are IS cents 
a copy. All the others have the music of the principal airs and are 25 cents each. 
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Title Text 

Africalne, V L 

A!dA /. 

*Aiiilco Mtx, L' (Friend 
Fritz) /. 

Armlde F, 

Ballo in Hascheniy Un 
(The Masked Ball) /. 

Barbe-Bleue (Blue 
Beard) F. 

Barbiere di SiyigUa, 11 
(Barber of Seville) /. 

Belle Htttoe, La F. 

Bells of Comeyllle 

(Chimes of Normandy) 

*BlIlee Taylor 

*Boccaccio 

Bohemiap Girl, The 

do. /. 

Carmen F, 

do. /. 

CayaUeria Rusticana /. 

Chimes of Normandy 
(Bells of Comeville) 

Cinderella /. 

Contes d'Hoffmann, Les 

(Tales of Hoffmann) F. 

Crispino e a Comare 
(The Cobbler and 
the Fairy) /. 

Ciown Diamonds, The /^ 

Dame Blanche, La 

DamnationofFanstyThe F. 

Dinorah /. 

^Doctor of Alcantara, The 



Compoter 
Giacomo Meyerbeer 
Giuseppe Verdi 

Pietro Mascagni 
C W. von Gluck 

Giuseppe Verdi 

Jacques Offenbach 

GioacchinoA. Rossini 
Jacques Offenbcuh 

Robert Pkmquette 

Edward Solomon 

Franz von Suppd 

Michael IVm, Balje 

do^ 

Georges Bizet 

do, 

Pietro Mascagni 

Robert Planquette 
GioacchinoA, Rossini 

Jacques Offenbach 



Luigi and F, Ricci 

D, F, E. Auber 

F. A. Boieldieu 

Hector Berlioz 

Giacomo Meyerbeer 
Julius Eichberg 



Title 

Don Giovanni 

Don Pasquale 
*Don>thy 

Elisire d'amore, L' 
*Srminie 

Emanl 

Etolle du Nord, L' (The 
Star of the North) 

Fatinitxa 

Faust 

do. 

Favorita, La 

FideUo 

Figlia del Segslmento, 
La (Daughter of the 
Regiment) 

Fille de Madame Angot, 
La 

Flauto Hagico, 11 (The 
Magic Flute) 

Fledermans, Die (The 
Bat) 

Flenr de Th6 

Fljring Dutchman, The 

do. 
Fra Diavolo 
Freischiitz, Der 

do. 

^Gillette (La Belle 
Coquette) 

Gioconda, La 

Glrofl^-Glrolla 

Gdtterdttmmemng, Die 



Text Composer 

/. W,A. Mozart 

/, Gaetano Donizetti 
Alfred CeUier 

L Gaetano Donizetti 

/. Edward Jakoboivski 

/. Giuseppe Verdi 

L Giacomo Meyerbeer 
Franz von Supp^ 

F* Charles Gounod 

I. do, 

/. Gaetano DonizstH 

G, L. van Beethoven 



L Gaetano Donizetti 

/^ Charles Lecocq 

/. W. A. Mozart 

G, Johann Strauss 

F, F. Hervi {Rongeri 

Richard Wagner 

G, do, 
I. D, F, E, Auber 
G, Carl Maria von Weber 
I. . do. 



I 



Edmoncf ^ udrqff 
I, Amilcare Ponchielli 

F. Charles Lec^iq 

G, Richard Wagner 
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Standard Opera Librettos 

All librettos have English text. Additional texts are indicated by Italic letters, as follows: 
I, Italian; G« Geiman; F, French. Those marked with (*) contain no music and are IS cents 
a copy. All the others have the music of the principal airs and are 25 cents each. 



G— z 



Title 
Oxand DochMt of 
Gerolstein, Tlie 

•Hamlet 

J«wesa, The 

KOnigin von Saba 
(Queen of Sheba) 



Text 



Composei 



I41y of KUlameyy The 

X,ijida di Chamouniz 
natUe Duke, The 

Lohengrin 
do. 
^Jjowtlj Galatea, The 

IfUda di Lammermoor 

IfUcrezia Borgia 
^Madame Fayart 

Jfanon 

Maritana 

Marriage of Figaro 

Martha 

•"laecot, The 

Meietersinger, Die 
(The Mastersingers) 

Mefistofele 

Meny Wives of 
Windsor, The 

UignOn 

Mikado, The 
♦Musketeers, The 
♦Hanon 

IVorma 
•Oliyette 

Orpheus 



F. Jacques Offenbach 
Ambroise Thomas 

I, Jacques F. Halivy 

G. Kak Goldmark 
/. Uo Delibes 

Sir Jules Benedict 

/. Gaetano Donizetti 

Charles Lecocq 

G. Richard Wagner 

/. do, 

Franz von Suppi 
/. Gaetano Donizetti 

/. do. 

Jacques Offenbach 

Fm Jules Massenet 

Wm, Vincent Wallace 

I. W, A. Mozart 

/. Friedrich von Flotow 

Edmond Audran 

G, Richard Wagner 

/. Arrigo Boito 

Otto Nicolai 

/. Ambroise Thomas 

Sir Arthur S. Sullivan 

Louis Varney 

Richard Gen^e 

I, Vincenzo Bellini 

Edmond Audran 

C W^ von Gluck 



Title Test 

Otello /• 

PagUacd, I /. 

Parsifal G. 

Pinafore (H.M.S.) 
Proph^te, Le 
. Puritani, I 

Rheingold, Das (The 

Rhinegold) 

Rigoletto 

Robert le Diablo 

Rom^ et Julietta 

Romeo e Ginlietta 

Samson et DalUa 

Semiramide 

Siegfried 
^Sleeping Queen, The 

Sonnambttla, La 
*Sorcerer, The 
*Spectre Knight, The 
*StradeUa 

TannhHuser 

Travlata, La 

Tristan und Isolde 

Trovatore, II 

Ugonotti, 611 (The 

Huguenots) 

Verkaufte Braut, Die 
(The Bartered Bride) 

Walktire, Die 

WiUiam TeU 

ZauberflSte, Die (The 
Magic Flute) G, 



Compocer 

Giuseppe Verdi 

R. LeoncaTKdlo 

Richard Wagner 

Sir Arthur S, Sullivan 

/. Giacomo Meyerbeer 

/. Vincenzo Bellini 



Richard Wagner 

Giuseppe Verdi 

Giacomo Meyerbeer 

Charles Gounod 

do. 



G. 
L 

I. 
F 
L 

F, Camille Saint-Saens 
/. GioaccMno A. Rossini 

G. Richard Wagner 
Michael Wm. Balfe 

/. Vincenzo Bellini 

Sir Arthur S. Sullivan 

Alfred Cellier 

Friedrich von Flotow 

G, Richard Wagner 

L Giuseppe Verdi 

G. Richard Wagner 

/. Giuseppe Verdi 

I. Giacomo Meyerbeer 

G, Friedrich Smetatpa 
G, Richard Wagner 
/. Gioacchino A, Rossini 



W, A, Mozart 
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Son^s from the Operas 

Edited by H. E. KREHBIEL 

Bound in paper, cloth back, $i.So each, postpaid 
In full cloth, gilt, . . . $2.So each^ postpaid 




In these volumes of THE MUSICIANS LIBRARY the editor has 
presented in chronological order the most famous arias from operas of 
every school. Beginning with songs from the earliest Italian productions, 
a comprehensive view of operatic development is given by well-chosen 
examples from German, French, and later Italian works, down to con- 
temporary musical drama. . 

^ Each Bong or aria is given in itfl original \xy with the original text, and 

a faithful and singable English translation, 

41 Each volume contains an interesting preface by Mr. Krehbiel with 

historic, descriptive and interpretative notes on each «ong. 

41 Portraits of the most noted composers represented are given in each 

volume. 

^Sizeof each volume, 9Hz I2>^ inches. 

Soprano Son^s from the Operas 

Contains twenty-three numbers by nineteen composers. The music covers 188 
pages, the prefatory matter 25 pages. Portraits are given of Beethoven, Bellini, Gluck, 
Gounod, Meyerbeer, Mozart, Rossini, Verdi and Weber. 

Mezzo-Soprano Son^s from the Operas 

Contains thirty numbers by twenty-five composers. The music covers 186 pages, 
the prefatory matter 29 pages. Portraits are given of Aubcr, Biz^t, Doitizetti, Handcj, 
Massenet, Saint-Saens, apontini, Thomas and Wagner, 

Alto Son^s from the Operas 

Contains twenty-nine numbers by twenty-two composers. The music covers 176 
pages, the prefatory matter 20 pages. Portraits are given of Glinka, Gluck, Handel, 
Lully, Meyerbeer, Purccll, Rossini, Thomas and Verdi. 

Tenor Son^s from the Operas 

Contains twenty-nine numbers by twenty-one composers. The mu. a 

pages, the prefatory matter 27 pages. Portraits are given of Beethoven, Bi?— '^'- t, 
Gounod, Mascagni, Massenet, Verdi, Wagner and Weber. 



Baritone fmd Bass Son^s from the Operi 



Contains twenty-seven numbers by twenty-four composers. The music i._ 
S pages, the prefatory matter 20 pages. Portraits are given of Bellini, Bizet, C^ 
bini, Gounod, Hai^vy, Handel, Mozart, PonchieUi and Tchaikovsky. 
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Stanford University Libraries 
Stanford, California 



Retuni this book on or before date due. 
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